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Chapter | 


CHAPTER | 

Strong hands gripped his bruised and battered flesh Hard blows landed across his tiny body. 

"Youre gonna get it now boy!" the monster boomed in the still of the night 

He thrashed, he resisted, he tried to wriggle free, but this act of defiance only made matters worse for him. And 
in the end, he gave in He always gave in 

Blow after blow on his fragile skin Bruising, breaking, fearing. This would be hard to hide in the morning 

But he showed no pain, he doesn’t grimace or wince, that would only taunt the monster to go harder and further. 
Hands gripped him and tossed him like a rag doll against the hard cold wall 


"Youre gonna get it now boy." 


Hands gripped him once again, shaking him and yelling in his face. 


"Kirk! Wake up!" 

ltd just been a dream. One that had haunted him for as long as he could remember. Because it wasn't just a 
dream, it was a memory. He wasn't 6 any more though, he wasn't that fragile little boy at the hands of the 
monster. 

Instead, there was his girlfriend shaking the life out of him to wake up. 

Eyes wide he said nothing, just stared at her for a second 

"Phone for you, James’ 

He looked at her blank 

"Hetfield" 

Still nothing. 


"You know, the Metallica guy." 


Kirk swallowed hard. It was the moment he had dreamed of, since she'd told him that she had given them his 
tapes, but he never thought it would actually- 


"You gonna talk to him, or what?" 

She held the receiver out to him and he nervously rose it to his ear. 

"Hello, this is Kirk," he said nervously, his voice cracked and broke as he said his own name. He slapped himself 
on the forehead with his open palm. 

"So, when can you come to New York?" 

"New York?" 

Kirk was confused, half-asleep, both. 


"Yeah, you got the gig, you're in, so when can you come, record the album?" 


The arrangements were made, as soon as possible was his answer. He'd jump in his car and just go. James liked 


this, they only had the one car in New York. A second would be handy. 


His girlfriend watched as he flew into a frenzy of packing, showering, dressing, packing, brushing teeth, loading 
the car, getting his gear ready, going. He was going. 


He didn't know when he'd be back. He told her. Dont wait. 


That was it. He was gone. 


Kirk Lee Hammett. Kirk. Guitarist, perpetual boy, comic-book enthusiast, and self-confessed nerd. He was shy, 
awkward, quiet, but man could he play. Get to know him and he cracked open like piñata. Bubbling and bursting 


at the seams. 


He sped down the highway in his crappy old car. There was a big scratch up the side and she chewed through 
fuel a bit faster than what she should. But he could hit the gas and just go go go. All the way to New York 


city. 
He played through his tapes one by one. Over and over. It was a 5 day drive. 
He slept in his car, gas stations, rest stops, side of the road, whatever. He had to get to New York. 


He ate greasy burgers and drank way too much cola. Sugar rushes kept him going. Kept him rolling on down 


the highway. 


The closer he got the more jittery he became. He knew these guys, sure he did, not well, but hell, he knew 
them. 


He grew tired of his tapes, grew tired of Black Sabbath, UFO and Rush. Threw on the radio for something a bit 
different. 


Simon and Garfunkel. 

Cecilia. 

He tapped his hands to the beat on the steering wheel as flew down the highway. He didn't know the lyrics well, 
a little bit here and there, but it was certainly a song that would bring a smile to his face. He felt like clapping 
his hands to the rhythm. But he didn't, instead he kept his hands steady on the wheel. 

The Beatles. 


Get Back. 


He sang along loudly to every word. Tapped the steering wheel and enjoyed the way it seemed to push the car 


along. 


Another town, another gas station, another tank of fuel. A pack of gum, a bottle of soda, a dodgy sandwich he 


was sure he'd regret later. 


Another town, another gas station, another tank of fuel. 


Another town, another gas station, another pack of gum and a bottle of pop. He pays, he drinks, he leaves. He 
pisses on the side of the highway a few miles up the road. 


The sun hit him and his left arm tanned darker than his right. Another sunset. Another sky from blue, to 
yellow, to orange, to purple before the horizon ate the sun and spat out the moon and the stars. The stars, 
that pointed him down the highway, begging him forward like the little lights down an airport runway at night. 
Alone in his car, Kirk owned the night. 


Lennon told him to Imagine. And in his mind's eye he saw blue skies and fluffy white clouds. He was awake and 
yet he dreamt. Of heavy rimmed glasses, blue skies, clouds, sun, and then the stars. Onward, upward, forward, 


the stars were dragging him and his busted old car down the highway. 


His eyes felt heavy, a sign told him there was a town just up the road. A hot meal, a place to park the car, 
another night sleeping in the passenger seat. One more night. He'd cross the state line in the morning, he'd 


arrive in New York City some time after that. 


He slept. He dreamt. He tossed. He turned. The cold night air permeated the car and pierced through the ratty 


old blanket he'd thrown over himself. He shivered. He shook. He woke, and it was morning. 


Kirk rubbed his eyes, got out of the car and stretched. Jumped in the driver's side and go go go, he was gone. 
Across the state line and he was nearing his destination. And he was nervous. More nervous than he had been 


in a long, long time. 


He'd ditched his band, dumped his girl, and driven cross country for.. what could very well have been a wild 


goose chase. 


He jumped up out at another gas station. Another tank of gas. Pack of gum. Another bottle of pop. Another 
piss on the side of the road as he curses his small bladder and complete inability to hold on for just a little 
while longer. 


The open highway gives way to sprawling suburbia, and he was on the outskirts. He pulled up at a corner 
store, locked the car and ran inside. James had given him a list of supplies. Beer, ramen noodles, instant soup, 
instant this, cup of that, packets of this, boxes of that, beer, pop, whiskey. Get some cups man, he'd said down 
the phone, paper cups, we've run out. And a bag of ice. 


He got all the items and went to the check out. Paid and got directions to the practise space. 


Down the highway, it quickly turned into a concrete jungle, across the city and it wasn't long before he found 
himself knocking on a door. 


His stomach flipped. There'd be no answer. It would have all been for nothing. He'd have to drive back to 


California and beg for his spot back. But how. He had no money for gas, no way to get money, nothing. He was 
abandoned in New York. He was. He was. 


He was staring right into the bluest eyes he had ever seen He traced the face with his eyes. The blond curls. 
The thin upper lip. The whitest teeth in recent memory. The bum fluff stubble and pimply chin He was tall, 
very tall, and almost towered over Kirk's much smaller frame. 

"Cliff! Your boy is here!" 

James walked back from the door and another face appeared. This person was about the same height as 
James, maybe even taller, and he loomed over Kirk who at that point in time felt like he was shrinking into his 
high tops. 

Smooth hair ending in wild curls, stubbly facial hair, smiling eyes and a booming great grin Cowboy hat, bell 
bottoms, Misfits tattoo. He grabbed Kirk by the arm and pulled him into the room. 

"Did you bring the beer?" someone with an accent yelled from the corner of the room. 

It was them. He was there. He'd arrived. He was in. 

James. Lars. Cliff. 


Frontman. Drummer. Bassist. 


"You'll be the lead guitarist, kid," Cliff said, as he gently placed his hand on Kirk's shoulder and showed him 
where to put his things. 


They shot the shit, the four of them, while they unpacked Kirk's car. Clothes, records, guitars, pick, his stack, 
a box of leads, pick, pick, pick, pick, food, pick, pick, beer, bottle of whiskey, porn 


He looked up and saw Cliff holding the shoebox full of porn and went white as a ghost. Fuck 
Don't open it. Dont open it Dont open it 

"Hey! Boys! Come check this out! 

Fuck 


"Boobs, boobs, boobs, bikini, looks like a weekend at Malibu to me," James said as he handed the box back to 
Kirk. He quickly stashed it behind the driver's seat. 


One of the first things Kirk noticed about living with those guys was James and Lars. Lars and James. Their 


names were always said together to a point where the words almost touched. JamesandLars. LarsandJames. 


Which was appropriate because THEY were always touching. Hands, feet, sitting right up next to each other. 
Fingers tracing along each other's legs. Feet underneath the table. They'd push their sleeping bags together and 
all night there would be muffled sounds coming from their corner of the room that they all shared. And in the 
morning they'd be wrapped around each other like a sweaty shirtless pretzel. 


In the night, it would always be the same. Muffled squeals and squeaks and hisses and giggles until. 


A face would pop up next to Kirk's in the dark. 
"Hey kid, want to go for a walk?" 


Cliff saves the day again. 


They pulled on their coats and high-tailed it out of there. A cold wind brushed against their faces as they 
walked down street after street, hands stuffed in their pockets and heading nowhere in particular but going 


everywhere. 
It was becoming a pattern. 


By day, wake up, hang over, go back to sleep, recover. Wake up. Practise. Jam. Work on the songs. Work on the 
solos. Maybe a party that evening. Maybe not. 


At night when the noise began they'd walk the streets. Mostly Cliff would talk and Kirk would listen. Cliff spoke 
of music and bands and artists that Kirk had never heard of before, but he wanted to, the way Cliff spoke 
about them, he had to. He knew what he was talking about. His taste in music was erratic and eclectic. He'd talk 
about Black Sabbath, the Misfits and Lynard Skynard. Then Wagner, Beethoven, and Dvorak. He spoke of chord 
progressions, movements, he used terms Kirk had never heard of before, but eagerly explained them if Kirk 
asked him to. Accelerando, he would say, means to get faster. Rubato, he would say, means with a free and 


flexible tempo. 


"Tempo?" Kirk would question. 
"You know, timing, the pace, the pace is the tempo," Cliff would explain, "let's keep walking, let's keep talking." 


Night after night, the same routine, James and Lars, Lars and James. Rustles, noises, giggles in the cool night 
air. A face would appear and beckon Kirk. To go go go. To go for a walk. Pavement under foot, sky above them. 


Stars. Even in the city, they could always see the stars. 


"Ie got a car," Kirk would suggest. 

"Nah, let's walk, let's feel the night," would always be Cliff's reply. 

"Feel the night?" Kirk would repeat. 

"You know, the air, the sky, the stars, the vibe," Cliff would say with a smile lighting up a smoke. 


Cliff was all about the vibe. Had to be the right vibe. If something didn't feel right, it probably wasn't the right 
thing to do. 


The more they walked and talked, the more comfortable Kirk felt, so the more he said. At first, he was afraid 
that someone with such a great musical knowledge would think his opinions on such matters to be stupid, silly, 
juvenile, but quite the opposite was the case. Cliff listened just as intently and mulled over Kirk's thoughts and 


opinions with a real honesty and appreciation. 


"This is what | loved about looking for someone new you know," Cliff said as he handed Kirk a street corner hot 
dog. Kirk looked at him a little confused, willing him to continue. 
"Listening to the tapes, listening to something fresh and new," he casually sipped his soda, "as soon as | heard 


yours, | knew you were the one. James and Lars wanted to listen to some others but | was like, no no, this is 


it" 


They sat on a park bench, ate and drank and talked some more. It was late. But it didn't matter. They'd have a 
few more hours to kill before heading back anyway. 

"So what's the deal with James and Lars anyway?" Kirk asked. 

Cliff choked on a mouthful of his soda. 

"Are you serious?” 

Kirk blushed bright red. It was so obvious, even under the dark of night. 
"They're together," Cliff explained. 

"Like friends?" Kirk replied innocently. 

"Like together together." 

Kirk still looked confused. 

‘Its a long story," Cliff said, "but | guess we have the time." 


James had been straight as straight could be when he met Lars, Cliff explained. James, Dave and Ron would 
beat chests, bang chicks, and be these big macho men. Dave and Ron, yeah that was them. But James, it was 
forced, he was trying too hard. And Ron left, or was fired, whatever, and sometime in the 4 months between 


them leaving Los Angeles, and San Francisco, well Lars and James, more than friends. 


"No one talks about it," Cliff explains to Kirk, "I don't think THEY even know what the hell is going on. But yeah, 


James and Lars, Lars and James." 


A few nights later Cliff suggested that maybe a drive would be cool, he knows a place, better than just walking 
the streets all night. Kirk didn't even realize that they're making plans before night fall. He was falling into a 
routine with Cliff. But instead of feeling stale or forced, it felt fun and exciting. James and Lars gave each 
other a look. Cliff mouthed at them to "fuck off" 


They took Kirk's car, James and Lars were still awake when they left, and Cliff drove, he was singing and 
pounding the steering wheel. Cliff had taken them to the beach, quiet and deserted at that time of day. Cliff 
loved nature, he was always talking about being a part of it all. 


They lay on the grass next to each other, cold and wet against their backs. The cool ocean breeze wafting 
over them lazily. It was a beautiful clear night, and they both felt like talking. 

"So did you and Dave ever." Kirk alluded. 

"Kinda, nothing serious ever, Dave's too straight laced, too uptight, too.. JW you know," Cliff replied. 

"JW?" Kirk questioned. 

"Yeah, you know Jehovah's Witness." 

Kirk was still confused. He knew a little about the religion, but not enough to grasp what Cliff was trying to 
say. 

"He was curious and up for it. It was all a bit of fun Bit of touching backstage, kissing at a party, one thing 
leads to another. But he is straight up scared to go to hell. Whatever." 

"Are you, you know, scared to go to hell?" Kirk felt as though he was prying but here was Cliff, so openly 
telling him that he'd been with another man. Perhaps the boundary of what was considered prying had already 


been crossed. 


"Not really, | mean, if this so-called God loves us why would we burn for all eternity just for doing something 
that feels right and natural?" 

The stars twinkled and danced in Kirk's vision. Right and natural. In the distance he heard waves crash against 
the shore. Leaves rustling in the light breeze. It was a perfect night. 


| mean if the worst thing about you is that you're gay," Cliff began. The word dropped like a grenade. 
"Oh I'm not-" Kirk said with a start. Cliff cut him off with his hand. 


"Does it matter? It's just a word" 


Suddenly Kirk felt very silly. Stupid even. He worried that he might have even offended him. But Cliff kept 
talking. 

| mean if that's the worst, then you shouldn't go to hell. There are people murdering each other, raping each 
other, stealing from each other, and the worst thing you do is love another man. Being with another dude, 


totally worthy of eternal damnation" 


Kirk found himself nodding along, agreeing with Cliff. Right and natural, the words played in his mind again. 
"| tried to tell Dave that, he wouldn't have a bar of it. It's weird, it's gross, it's a sin dooood," Cliff said in a 
mocking tone, "so things got kind of awkward after that." 


Kirk could feel Cliff's arm around his shoulders, it was weighty, heavy, but just as they had before, the words 
came into his mind, right and natural, it did feel right and natural. He pulled his smaller frame into Cliff and 
rested his chin on the man's chest. 

"So that's why you started looking for someone else?" he asked. 

"Yeah, it wasn't meshing, weird vibe," Cliff explained. 


Cliff was all about the vibe. Gotta have the right vibe, he would say, things had to feel right. Things had to be 
right. 
"He got kind of weird around us, drinking lots, drugging lots, wasn't working any more. Wrong vibe, you see?" 


Kirk nodded again, he looked up along Cliff's chest and saw eyes twinkle in the star light and a warm smile 


spread across his lips. 
"He'll go far that kid, he's got the drive, he's got the ambition, he'll find the right bunch and he'll make it. Sure 
he'll be angry, and bitter, and whatever. But he'll go go go. He'll make it happen" 


"So are you, you know?" Kirk asked. Alluding to the word that Cliff had dropped before but for some reason 
Kirk was unable to say. 

"What gay?" Cliff asked. Kirk nodded. 

"Nah, not really, | mean, | dunno, sometimes, hard to explain, sometimes there's a girl | like and that's cool or 
whatever, and sometimes, it's a guy | like and you know, whatever." 


Kirk didn't move, he continued resting his chin on Cliff's chest, watching it rise and fall with his breathing. 


The waves rolled, crashed, fell against the shore and swept away once more. The leaves rustled. The cool air 
ripped at Kirk's ears and bit at his toes. But he didn't move, he didn't flinch. He felt safe and warm in Cliff's 


presence. He felt secure. He felt like he was home. 


"When | was a kid," Kirk began, "my dad." 

Kirk sighed, he was about to tell Cliff he had never divulged to anyone before. 

"He use to belt us. Mum too. And our neighbour. Use to do stuff to me." 

Kirk looked at Cliff and saw a look he hadn't seen before. He expected pity, he expected disgust, but what he 
got was concern. Genuine, honest, concern. 

"So, as soon as | could, | got out, you know?" 

Cliff nodded. 

"And I've never had anyone, that cared about me enough, you know?" 

Again, he nodded. 

"And | think about it sometimes, and | think, how could anyone hate a kid that much? What did | do to make 
him hate me so much?" 

"Nothing," Cliff said he put his hand on Kirk's back as a gentle sign of his support, "you didn't do anything. 
People like that, that hurt kids, their own kids, they're all kinds of fucked up. You hear me. If you hear nothing 


else. It wasn't you.” 


For a while they said nothing as Kirk let the words sink in. After years of blaming himself, it was a lot to take 
in. So they lay on the grass, Kirk's chin on his chest and Cliff's hand on his back. A simple gesture of support. 


"Thanks," Kirk said after a while, "for listening to me." 

Cliff smiled. A warm, easy and comforting smile. They lay there for a while longer, the steady hand on Kirk's 
back made him feel comforted and supported. 

"Kirk?" Cliff broke the silence after a while. 

"Yeah? Everything okay?" 

"Yeah, but your chin is kind of pointy," he said gently. Kirk gave a little laugh and moved his head to rest on 
Cliff's bicep. 

"ls that better?" 


"Yes," Cliff said rubbing his chest, "god yes, you were giving me a bruise." 


They lay on the grass a little while longer, until the dew made their backs too wet to withstand the cold ocean 
air any longer and they made their way back to Kirk's car. It was late, Kirk was tired, so Cliff drove. 


They got back to James snoring and Lars sleep talking, something in Danish. 


"Well, umm, good night then," Kirk whispered to Cliff in the dark. 

"Same tomorrow then?" Cliff whispered back. 

"Okay," Kirk replied. 

"You know you can tell me anything right, and it will always stay between the two of us," Cliff continued in a 
whisper. Kirk nodded, the room was dark but Cliff could still see the movement. 

‘Okay, well good night" 


Kirk moved away and found his spot, he lay down and promptly went to sleep. 


Cliff on the other hand, stood there for a few moments. Waiting. For what, he didn't know. But he cursed 
inwardly at his complete inability to find the right words at what had been just the right moment. 


Damn. 


Chapter 2 


Strong hands gripped his bruised and battered flesh. 
"Youre gonna get it now boy!" the monster boomed in the still of the night 
He thrashed, he resisted, he tried to wriggle free. And in the end, he gave in He always gave in 


The first blow came, and then the second 

And then nothing 

Cowboy hat, bell bottoms, long wild free curls fell around tall shoulders 
‘Come on kid, let's go for a walk" 


The monster was gone. A hand on his, gently pulling him onward, upward, forward. 
‘Come on Kid, let's go go go." 
And there was no more pain, no dark, no bruised and battered skin. Only stars. 


Kirk woke up, he lay there in his half-asleep state. If he'd ever been confused, his night at the beach, and then 
that dream, had put his mind in a bigger knot than ever. 


He heard voices, footsteps, the room was moving, alive and awake once more. He heard his own name, no one 
was calling him but his name was being spoken in conversation. They thought he was asleep, and so he lay 


there listening, not giving them a reason to suspect he was actually awake. 


"So, how was the beach then uh?" Lars was asking. 


"Yeah good, nice night and everything," Cliffs voice trailed off. 


Kirk clenched his eyes tight, pretending to be asleep was proving much more difficult than he thought it would 
be. 


"So did you guys, you know, there was moonlight, and stars, and the beach. You did, didn't you?" Lars was 
prying. 

"No!" Cliff said a little too loudly, he quietened himself and continued, "no nothing like that, we just talked about 
stuff. Fuck, why do | tell you guys anything? | shouldn't open my mouth around you guys." 

"No you shouldn't open your mouth around Lars, Lars is a bitch, you should tell me everything, because l'm 
not a bitch," he heard James say. 

"Fock you then," Lars said sounding a little miffed. 

"No Lars, that would be bad, people are awake now," James retorted with a giggle. Kirk heard a slap, footsteps, 


Lars mumbling something about not being a bitch, and the door slam. 


"Well that got rid of him then, did you at least tell him, you know..." James was leading the conversation now. 


"Nah, | don't think he'd be interested, and | don't want him to get the wrong idea and leave or something, he's a 
cool guy, good friend, you know?" 


There was a pause. Kirk could feel the right side of his body going numb from lying facing the wall for so long, 
but he couldn't move, not yet. 


"Don't you like him?" James asked after a while. It felt like an age, Kirk had pins and needles in his fingertips. 
But he perked up at the question, he wanted to know the answer. 

"Yeah, of course | do, but I'm not going to do anything, he's not interested so that's it, end of story." 

Suddenly, Kirk felt like his chest was being crushed, the answer was so disappointing to him, and he didn't know 
why. 

“Alright then man, but | think you are making a massive mistake," James said. 

Kirk couldn't take it anymore, he rolled onto his back and wriggled his fingers to get the blood flowing again 
"Shhh, he's awake," James said quickly. 


Cliff looked at James with raised eyebrows and crossed arms. 


"You're a fucking idiot" 


The day rolled on as per usual, with Kirk pretending he hadn't heard a thing. He was there but he was 
distracted, as they rolled through band practise and their usual routines, he felt like his head was just muddied 
with questions and words. Thinking, thinking, thinking. 

He was over the moon that Cliff liked him. 

But that was weird, because Cliff was a guy. 

And disappointed because Cliff wasn't going to do anything about it. 


But that was weird, because Cliff was a guy. 


And he liked hanging out with him, and talking to him, and being around him. Which was cool. But he also liked 


how he felt in his arms. Safe, secure, protected. 
But that was weird, because Cliff was a guy. 
Right and natural. Right and natural. Gotta have the right vibe. The right vibe. Cliff's words swam in his head. 


Do what you feel. Do what you feel is right. Fuck it all. No regrets. 


They could be friends, hang out, he liked hanging out with Cliff at night when the rest of the city slept. 

"What if | just go with it and see what happens?" he said out loud His words were met with an almost shocked 
look from Cliff. He'd been so far in his own head all day that he found himself on the street corner, staring at 
Cliff, a street light flickering above them. He'd pretty much written off the whole day being so far in his own 

thought processes. 

His thoughts about Cliff. 

But that was weird, because Cliff was a guy. 

"Just go with it? The Beatles thing? What are you talking about?" Cliff was confused, and rightfully so. 

But Kirk lost his nerve. 

"| dunno man, my head's a bit all over the place today," Kirk started. 

"Yeah, | noticed,” Cliff said shifting in his place a little and shoving his hands into his pockets. 

"Want to grab something to eat, it's pretty cold tonight,” Kirk suggested. 

"Sure, lead the way kid” 

He was going to say it, something, anything, but lost his nerve. 


Damn. 


They found a place and went inside to eat, shared a basket of chips and talked about music. Sabbath, Ozzy, 


Skynard, Lennon and McCartney, Deep Purple, influences, favourites, songs, solos. 

The cowboy hat on the table, his long lanky legs dangerously close to touching his own 

It was good, it was fun, it was uncomfortable, and Kirk felt weird. 

Back home, back to bed, sleep, wake up, play, drink a little, go for a walk 

Make weird, strained small talk while listening to him gush about music, bands, artists, composers. Listen half- 
heartedly as he pours his heart out about nature, the great outdoors, being a part of it all. Feel his heart 
plunge into the depths of his torso as he spoke philosophically about the meaning of it all. 

Right and natural, the words danced in the forefront of his mind once again. Right and natural. 

Night after night the same thing. The same routine. Cliff and Kirk would wander in the sleeping city, Cliff would 
talk, Kirk would try and figure out his own head. He flipped between elated and crushed, almost embarrassed 


by his own feelings and confused by the depth of his emotion. What he felt in the very depths of his soul 
totally contradicted everything he thought he knew about himself. 


"Alright," Cliff said, "we've talked the shit out of music, I've told you all my bullshit camping and hunting 
stories, I've told you my theory on the universe and all things under the mother fucking sun. And you have 
looked at me with that look on your face the whole fucking time. ls it something | did? Something | said offend 


your delicate sensibilities?" 

Kirk sighed and kicked a discarded soda can across the curb. 

"Come on Kirk, throw me something here, so | can fix things," Cliff pleaded with him. 
"You didn't do anything," Kirk said quietly. 


He kept kicking the can, again and again as Cliff trailed behind him. There was so much he felt he needed to say 


but the words just were not coming. 


"Well, something | said then, is it the stuff | told you about me and Dave? ls that it?" Cliff questioned. This was 
an open street, anyone could walk passed at any second, but Cliff didn't care, he had nothing to hide. 


"No, that's not it," Kirk said, he couldn't look Cliff in the eye. If he did, he'd crack open and spill everything out. 


Suddenly, he felt hands on his forearms, turning him around, pulling him close, and eyes, looking right through 
him, studying him, reading him. 


"Then what is it, because we're not doing another night of this small talk shit," Cliff said firmly. 


"l- I- I-" he struggled for the words, he wanted to turn and run, to avoid, to hide, but Cliff had him in his 


grasp, and he was stuck. 


And there it was, the warm, gentle, comforting smile. It turned him to jelly, he felt himself melt into Cliffs 
arms, the warm hand on his back, the gentle breath on his hair, the smell of his cologne and the secure, 


comforted, supported feeling flooded all of his senses. 
"| like you," Kirk said into Cliff's chest. 


Cliff let out a sort of nervous laugh. 

"Really? You're not fucking with me here, right?" 

Kirk shook his head against Cliff, in response Cliff hugged Kirk in a bit tighter. 
"Let's just, go with it then, see what happens." 


They stood there on the street corner, holding each other as the world slipped by. Cars passed, people passed, 
they didn't care. 
"What now?" Kirk asked after a while. 


"| dunno, you're in the lead, l'm just following, okay?" Cliff said, his voice reassuring. 


Kirk was happy, immensely so. And Kirk was scared. He had no idea what to do or where he stood. All he knew 
was that it felt right, and when something feels right you just have to go with it. 


They walked around a bit, talked, joked, with everything out on the table Kirk was relaxed again 

| heard everything you said the other night," Kirk confessed sitting across from Cliff in a booth at the all- 
night diner they usually haunted. 

Cliff said nothing and blushed bright red. 

"You really weren't going to say anything then?" Kirk asked. 

"Figured you weren't interested," Cliff shrugged. 

"Well | am," Kirk insisted. Cliff blushed even deeper. 


They walked down the street, hands shoved in their pockets but elbows linked. Casual. Close. 


"Tell me, why didn't you give us your tapes, some girl dropped them off, said her name was Jennifer, said she 
was your girlfriend," Cliff questioned. 

"Oh yeah, she was my girlfriend,” Kirk answered. 

"And the tapes?" Cliff continued 

"I thought they were shit, | told her not to bother, they weren't good enough." 

Kirk felt comfortable enough to be completely honest with Cliff. 


At Kirk's answer, Cliff stopped walking, he grabbed Kirk's shoulders and turned him to face him. 
"What do you mean shit? Not good enough? Kid you are amazing!" 

Kirk looked up at him with wide eyes and full of wonder. 

"Really? You think so?" 

"You're gonna go far kid," Cliff told him, "up and up and up and then you'll hit the stars." 


They walked a little longer and talked a little more. They found a park and sat on a bench, they leant against 
each other slightly, and even through their jackets Kirk's skin felt electric where their bodies met. 

"So." Kirk felt like they had to talk about what was going on but he had no idea where to begin. 

"So," Cliff repeated. 

"What now?" Kirk asked. 

"| dunno, we should probably head back soon, it's getting really late, or early, or whatever," Cliff said quickly. 
"No, no, that's not what | mean," Kirk began, "I mean | said | liked you and." 

"Oh, OH! Yeah, | have no idea what happens next," Cliff said laughing at himself. 

"But didn't you and Dave.." Kirk alluded. 

"Oh, no, you've got the wrong idea, Dave and |, that was a one night only kind of thing in the end, know what | 
mean?" 


Kirk nodded. He understood. 


Cliff turned to Kirk and gently took his hand in his own. Kirk looked up at him, his wide eyes full of wonder. 
"If you just want to hang out, we'll just hang out, if you want to maybe do more, we'll maybe do more, it 


doesn't matter to me as long as we're spending time together then | don't care what we're doing. | think you 


are fucking fantastic." 
Kirk blushed the deepest of reds and buried his face into Cliffs denim jacket. Strong hands found their way to 


Kirk's back and pulled him in close. In the night, in the park, alone, it was magic. 
They walked back to the practise space they called home. Kirk pulled his sleeping bag over to Cliffs. 


In the morning, James found them Cliff's arms around Kirk and nestled into Cliff's shoulder. 


And he knew. 


James and Lars. Lars and James. Their names touched when they were spoken because they were always 


touching. JamesandLars. LarsandJames. 

It happened slowly, gradually. Little by little. In whispers and gossip and hushed conversation 
KirkandClitf. CliffandKirk. 

Their names were touching, becouse they were always touching. 


Under the table, in the studio, backstage, before the gig, after the gig, hell even during the gig. Cliff's head 
would find Kirk's back while they played, hot, sweaty, electric. They were a mess of limbs and leads. 


"What if someone, you know, figures it out,” Kirk would worry. 

"Fuck em," Cliff would say with a grin, "it's not a crime to put my head on your shoulder. It's not a crime to 
hug you. If some Sherlock Holmes works us out then good for them. And we're not doing anything, just 
touching." 


And at night they would walk, talk, hold each other under the stars, they'd run, they'd share secrets they had 
buried from the world. And then they'd go back to the places they called home, sleep in each other's arms. 
Cliff's lanky long limbs engulfing Kirk's slender frame, his long fingers wrapped around tight black curls. 


"You're gonna go far kid," he'd whisper in the darkness, "up and up and up and then you'll touch the stars." 
They'd play all day, practise, jam, practise, jam, listen to records, smoke some weed. Cliff, Kirk and Lars would 


smoke, James didn't. He hated the way it made him feel and wasn't keen on fucking with his voice. So he'd have 


a couple of beers while the other guys pulled a few cones. 
They'd get high and giggle and fall in a heap. Cliff and Kirk. Kirk and Cliff. 


At night they'd stay awake, whispering in the dark. They talked about nothing, they talked about everything. 


And it wasn't long before they knew more about each other than they knew about themselves. 


Kirk didn't feel pressured or pushed the way he had in the brief relationships he'd had with girls back home. 
He didn't feel like he had to do anything that he wasn't yet comfortable with. Cliff was happy to just go with 


the flow, and his undemanding attitude put Kirk's mind at ease. Cliff didn't want or need anything from Kirk 
that Kirk wasn't willing to give. 


It was new, it was different, it was exciting. They sat with their legs over each other, their fingers traced up 
and down each other's arms, they leant on each other, they hooked elbows and held hands, and at night Kirk 
slept in Cliff's arms, head nestled into the crook of his neck 


Amongst the sweat, the beer, the smoke, the weed, and the blood on the frets after a long day's work, there 


was comfort and there was Cliff. 


Still, in the early evening they'd leave to give James and Lars some privacy. 

"| can't wait to do this album, and then tour," Kirk said one night. 

‘Oh yeah, how come?" Cliff asked. 

"Because it's getting cold at night, and | want to stay in some times," he replied. 
"Well, maybe we should kick out James and Lars out one night," Cliff joked. 
"Yeah, maybe we should,” Kirk laughed. 


They found themselves in a movie theatre, all the way up the back. The floor was sticky, the chairs were 
beaten to hell. The Evil Dead had just come out and they were both pretty keen to see it. They shared a 


mutual love of movies, and in particular horror movies. 


They sat together, popcorn, drinks, empty cinema. Kirk writhed, jumped, squirmed. Covered his eyes 
"Tell me when this bit's over," he quaked. 
‘Its over," Cliff said. Kirk uncovered his eyes and screamed. Cliff laughed and laughed before pulling Kirk closer 


to himself. 
"Just joking kid," he said. Kirk seemed a little pissed at him so he gingerly planted a kiss on his forehead. 


It was warm, his moustache tickled, and Kirk was stopped in his tracks. He moved his head and his eyes met 
Cliff's. 

"What?" Cliff said with a nervous shrug. 

Kirk said nothing. 

"Is there something on my face or something?" Cliff said brushing his face with his hand. 

Kirk took his hand away from his face, and said nothing. 


At his pace, at his pace, right and natural, gotta be the right vibe. Cliff was all about the vibe, the timing, the 
feel of it all, being a part of it all. We're all connected, he would say. 


Kirk leaned in and kissed Cliff. Slow, steady, Cliff's lips were warm and his breath was sweet from soda and 
salty from way too much popcorn, Cliff kissed Kirk back. Kirk's tongue danced briefly over Cliff's lips and sent 


goose bumps running down the back of his legs. 


Cliff and Kirk. Kirk and Cliff. Their fingers intertwined, their lips locked. The movie playing for no one. 


Kirk breathed deep and backed away, looking into Cliff's eyes and smiling. He placed his head back on Cliff's 
chest and they returned to their movie. 

‘I've been waiting for you to do that for the longest time,” Cliff said. 

"Yeah? How long?" Kirk asked. 


"Since Exodus opened for Metallica last November." 


There was no awkwardness, in the dark, the sticky floor and uncomfortable seats, Kirk felt completely at peace. 
It was right and natural. 


They walked down the street, back towards the practise space and back towards home. 

"November?" Kirk questioned. Cliff's arm casually across Kirk's shoulders, Kirk hugging his jacket close to his 
body in the cold. 

"Yeah, November, | watched you guys play and thought, thats one good looking guy right there," he said with a 
sweet sincerity. 

"Is that why you got me to join the band then?" Kirk asked. 

"Nope, pure coincidence. We listened to the tapes and | was like, that's the one, and then James told me who 
you are. Coincidence. We got you for what you can do with a guitar. | got you for you for what's going on up 


here," Cliff said pointing to Kirk's forehead, "now come on, we're going to freeze out here." 


Chapter 3 


‘Leave him alone, he doesn't belong to you anymore." 
There were no blows, no punches, no hits. The monster had been bound and restrained Warmth, security, closeness, 


protection 

Sunsets, stars, wet grass and soft sand. 

Black and white gave way to a gleaming rainbow of colour he'd never seen before. 
Go go go, up and up and up and then youll reach the stars 


Youre gonna go far, kid 


For the first time in as long as Kirk could remember, his dreams took him to happy places. He dreamt of 
beaches, sun sets, open roads and he dreamt of the stars. He dreamt of cowboy hats, denim and bell bottoms. 


He dreamt of strong hands and beaming great smiles. 
He dreamt of home. He dreamt of Cliff. 


"Enough fuckin around," James announced one afternoon, "let's put this thing down. Let's get it done. Let's get 


on the road." 


They drank a lot that night. Smoked a lot too. And Kirk crumbled into Cliff a drunk, stoned, pile of mush. They 
were so drurk by night fall that they didn't go walking, they sat in their corner, talking, drinking, smoking, 
listening, Cliff pulled out a guitar at one point, Kirk pulled out his, drunk jamming. 


And then sleep. 


Kirk never slept as good as he did in Cliff's arms. It was comfort, it was security, it was home. Nothing and no 
one could get to him, there in those strong arms. It was the protection and shelter he had longed for so long, 
but was never able to ask for. He was home, finally, in the booze, the beer, the smoke and the haze, there 


was clarity, and there was Cliff. 


In the morning there were hang overs, and questions. Mostly from Lars. Lars wanted to know everything, he 
needed to know everything. Where'd you go? Who'd you see? What'd you do? His mouth ran faster than a 
speeding bullet, only pausing for another draw of his cigeratte, and then it was go go go once again. Questions. 


So many questions. 


Of course neither Cliff nor Kirk were fore coming with the answers the Dane wanted, and eventually he gave in 


and gave up. He always gave up in the end. 


James was more subtle in his approach, the raised eyebrows in the morning, the open ended questions, he 


thought he knew something, he knew nothing. And his unspoken questions were never answered. 


Johnny Z was his name. Their manager. He was a little sleazy, he was never on time, he wore dirty shirts and 


his hair was always slick. But James and Lars trusted him, so Cliff and Kirk followed the lead. 


He'd lined up a producer, they'd booked studio time, it was just about laying down the tracks and making it 
happen. 


And there was a lot to do. It was all busy work Laying down the tracks, laying down the parts. They'd work in 
the day, they'd work through the night. And there was a lot of sitting around. Just hurry up and wait. 


In the free moments, the stolen minutes alone, they found the quiet places and spaces to just be with each 
other. The touching, the feeling, the hugging, the kissing, that they hid behind closed doors, in the dark, that 
they thought was secret, but everyone knew about. 


"It doesn't feel right, the vibe is all wrong," Cliff said one morning as he puffed away on a joint. 

"What, what doesn't feel right?" Kirk asked. 

"This, the room, the cold floor, the sleeping bags, | dunno. | want to give you more than this. When we finish 
laying down our tracks, can | take you back, can | take you home?" 


Cliff's question was asked gently, there was no force in his words, but there was hope in his eyes. 
"Okay," was Kirk's response, "lets go home." 


Beer, weed, sleepless nights, restless mornings. Conversations that went on for hours. 
“Shut up! I'm trying to listen to this!" would come from someone and Cliff and Kirk would just look at each 
other. 


Walking at night, wandering, exploring, kissing in an alleyway, hugging in the dark of the night. Stars, clouds, 


night, sunrise, and another day had come again. 
"Bass solo, take one." 


Kirk sat mesmerized one morning as he watched Cliff rip through his bass solo. He'd heard it live before, but 
he was always mid-recovery, burdened with his guitar, and a belly full of nerves. But he sat behind the glass, 
watching, listening, paying attention There was wah, shredding, there was soul, there was style. It said, "shut 
up, sit down, l'm playing, now pay attention" It grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and shook him. At some 
point Lars started playing, something, Kirk didn't notice until the end when he noticed Lars all hot and sweaty, 


like, we're you playing or something man? 


There he was. Cliff. He was everything. 


Some solos were yet to be put down, but Kirk knew the songs now like the back of his hand, and he'd rip 
through them with the greatest of ease. 


He was anxious, he was nervous, Cliff had bought the tickets, they were going home. The bus back to San 
Francisco. They'd thought about taking the car, but Cliff thought the bus would be better, more fun, a real 
road trip where they could just kick back and enjoy the ride. Besides, they'd have to come back eventually, and 


Kirk's car chewed through gas like nothing else. 
"You're done guys," James turned to them one morning. 


And that was it. Cliff bought bus tickets, and they found some booze. And they were gone. The tickets would 
get them home, the booze would make it an interesting trip. And it would also serve to calm Kirk's nerves. He 


felt really nervous, and he didn't know why. 


The touching and the hugging and the kissing, he was fine with all of that, he was enjoying all of that. But being 
stuck in the room with James and Lars meant it really was going no further. And the prospect of it going 
further both filled him with nervous excitement and made his stomach drop with dread. He was still consumed 
by the way Cliffs touch made his skin feel positively electric. But more? What would that look like? Feel like? 
What if he had no idea what to do? What if it was bad? What if HE was bad? 


"You okay kid?" Cliff asked, the question shook Kirk out of his own head and back to where he was, on the 
crowded bus, one day into the long haul home. Kirk nodded silently. He wasn't really okay, he was nervous and 
he was scared. 

"You're not okay, | know you, what's wrong?" 

Kirk hated being asked, because he couldn't help but tell. 

"| feel.. | feel," Kirk struggled to find the right words, to convey how he felt without pushing Cliff away, "I feel, 
nervous, about going to your house, about staying with you." 

Cliff put his arm around Kirk and pulled him close. 

It's just a bed instead of the floor, its just a conversation without people staring, it's a hot meal, a real 
shower, it's just more of the same and nothing more if you don't want it to be," his words were reassuring, 


comforting, and honest. He had no expectations. There was no pressure. And Kirk was at ease again. 


If Kirk was a question, then Cliff was the answer. If Kirk was the horizon, then Cliff was the sunset. If Kirk was 
the beach, then Cliff was the ocean. If Kirk was the coffee, then Cliff was the cream. They folded into each 
other with precision and perfection. Nothing was impossible, nothing was too difficult, too hard, even in the 


darkest of places, on the coldest nights, they wrapped around each other like bark around a tree. 
Cliff. 


He was the icing to Kirk's cake. Kirk was the words and Cliff was the rhyme. The soft spoken whisper in the 
dead of the night. Beckoning Kirk to go onward, upward, forward and go go go. 


The bus rolled down the road, they got a little tipsy and listened to tapes on Cliff's walkman. They talked, about 


everything. And there was touching, hugging, spidery fingers that crept and crawled, and kissing in the night 


when everyone but the driver was asleep. Soft, slow, quiet kisses. It was innocent and it was fun. 


People had probably figured them out, but they were so wrapped up in each other that nothing else was 
worthy of their attention 


Day 2. They were still on the bus and about half way home when they woke from gentle slumbers for a pit 
stop and a piss break. Back on the bus and go go go. Onward, upward, forward. More tapes, more hot booze, 
more touching, feeling, hands exploring under the cover of a blanket. 


Kirk rested his head against Cliff's shoulder, night had fallen, and their fellow passengers were either silent or 
sleeping. Cliff draped his arm around Kirk's shoulders and pulled the blanket in closer on their laps. No words 
needed to be said. No verbal exchange required. They kissed under the cover of darkness and their hands met 


under the blanket. Kirk's hand slipped from Cliff's and brushed innocently against Cliff's jeans. Cliff had well and 


truly risen to the occasion. 
Yy 


Cliff sucked in a deep breath and moved away from Kirk a little. 
"Sorry about that," he whispered in the dark. 
"Don't be," Kirk whispered back. 


He rested his head against Cliff's chest once more, and it wasn't long before he felt himself drifting off to 
sleep. One more day and they'd be home, and yes, Kirk did want more. 


He slept deeply, no dreams haunted him. He closed his eyes in the dark of night and opened them to see 
daylight beginning to appear on the horizon. Cliff was snoring, and his face was pressed against the glass. Kirk 
put his head against Cliffs shoulder again, enjoying the moment. 


Cliff stirred, he stretched, he threw his arm around Kirk and Kirk beamed up at him a terrific, toothy grin. 
Day 3. That night they'd be home. That was exciting, and it was terrifying, but Kirk knew, no matter what, that 
he was safe with Cliff. 


"Man, | need a shower," Cliff muttered, they'd finished off the last of the alcohol overnight and the hangover 
had set in. 
"Me too," Kirk added. His skin felt greasy and his teeth felt furry. He was hungry, he was tired, he was feeling 


like death warmed up. And he was nervous. 


The plan was to get back to San Francisco, get their luggage, and get a taxi back to Cliff's place. Something to 
eat, shower, fresh change of clothes and then... 


Kirk had no idea what would happen after that, all he knew is that it would be up to him. That both comforted 


him, and scared him. 


More tapes, more light conversation, Kirk felt Cliffs hand give his leq a reassuring squeeze at one point as his 


head went over all the possibilities. 

| can't wait to sleep in a bed tonight!" Cliff groaned at one point. Their backs were sore and their bodies were 
stiff. Cliff's long lanky legs were literally stuffed into the gap between the his seat and the one in front of him, 
and at the first stop of the day he and Kirk traded spots so he could hang his legs into the aisle so he could 


move them a little and get the circulation happening again. 


By day they were just two guys, two friends, hanging out on their way home to San Francisco. But that didn't 
stop a casual brush of the hand, sitting a little too close, Cliff would whisper something into Kirk's ear and he 


would blush as goose bumps rose on his skin 


"| told my parents that you're coming over," Cliff said over lunch at a roadhouse. 
"What did you tell them exactly?" Kirk questioned. 

"Everything," Cliff said very matter of factly. 

"Everything everything?" Kirk was a little shocked. There was no way he'd be telling his mother about Cliff. 
"OF course, | tell mom and dad everything," Cliff said with a nod. 

"So they know that we're." 

"Together?" 

Kirk nodded. 

"Yeah, | tell them everything. | don't have any secrets, | don't have anything to hide." 
"So they don't care that I'm coming over then?" Kirk asked. 

"Nope." 

"You know | don't have anywhere to live in San Francisco any more, right?" 

"Yup." 


That was it, nowhere to go, nowhere to run, he was with Cliff until they went back to New York to meet up 
with James and Lars to head off on the tour. 


They stood out the front of the road house and Cliff had a smoke before they got on the bus. Only a few 
hours to go. Kirk was no longer worried about what might happen, his only concern was getting off the bus, 
into a shower, and into a fresh pair of clothes. 


They talked and they talked, Cliff told Kirk about the fishing spots they were going to go to, and the people he 
was going to introduce him to. He assured Kirk that they would like him because he liked him. Kirk's heart 
soared when Cliff said that, he liked him. He felt like a teenager again, smitten with his crush. And he liked him 
right back. 


Darkness began to fall and the road was giving way to familiar sights. It was beginning to feel like home again. 


The road Kirk had travelled a thousand times before felt new and fresh with Cliff by his side. 


The bus rolled into the station They hopped off and grabbed their bags as they were being unloaded. 
"Anyone picking us up?" Kirk asked. 
"Nah," Cliff replied, "they'd be asleep, its late, we'll catch a cab." 


They threw their bags in the boot and jumped in the backseat of the cab. Cliff smiled and gave the address. 
The driver gave them a look in the rear view mirror but both were too tired, too worn out and too road- 
weary to give a damn. The small talk was over, they'd done so much talking over the last 3 days that there 
was nothing left to say, and so Kirk simply fell asleep on Cliff's shoulder. Glad to no longer have the arm rest 
between them so they could now actually be close to one another. He floated between asleep and awake, Cliffs 
breath on his forehead. 

"Is he like your brother or something?" the driver asked giving them yet another look in the rear view mirror. 
"Nah," Cliff replied, "he's my boyfriend" 


Was he awake, or was he asleep? Either way, nothing was going to wipe that smile off Kirk's face. 


"Wake up Kirk, we're here," Cliff said, gently rousing Kirk from his slumber. He must have fallen asleep at some 


point. Cliff already had their bags and was gently leading Kirk into the house. 


Kirk was very tired, almost to the point of being drunk, and Cliff gently led him up the stairs and into the 
bedroom. He helped Kirk take off his shoes and laid him down on the bed. 


"Go back to sleep," he whispered, "I need to take a shower." 
He left the room, Kirk rolled over, and went to sleep. 


They fell on soft pillowy clouds against the orange sunset. They played amongst the stars as he, that Prince 
amongst men, that King amongst Princes, spoke of constellations, stars, planets and moons, of astronomy and 


astrology as they ran into the night. 


Onward, upward, forward, and go go go. From the bus to the cab to the beach into the sea They dove deep, down 
fo the salty watery depths. Together, exploring, searching, seeking out the quiet places on the sandy bottoms of 
the deepest oceans. 


A warmth spread over him from head to toe as they came up for air. He was crashing on the beach He walked 


the long deserted beach to find him. In his heart, he felt he would never be alone again 


For there was Cliff Just on the horizon, continuing to beckon him onward, upward, forward and just go. go. go. 


There was Cliff 


"So, where is he then?" An unfamiliar voice jarred Kirk awake, and he was very aware that he was alone in the 
bed and of the noises in the hall. 

"He's asleep," came the second voice, Cliff's voice. 

"What in your bed then?" The first voice questioned 

"No, in the drawer of the night stand," Cliff said sarcastically. 

"Do Mom and Dad know that he's here?" 

"Yeah, they said it was cool if he stayed,” was Cliff's answer. 

"Well, let me see him then," came the first voice again. 


"Oh fuck off Connie, he's not a science project," Cliff said firmly. There were footsteps in both directions and 


Kirk heard the door opening so he snapped his eyes shut. Pretending to be asleep again. 


Kirk kept his eyes shut tight as he heard Cliff shuffle around the room. He heard something clink on the 
nightstand and then felt Cliff sit down next to him on the bed. Then he felt Cliff's face flush up against his 
own. 

"Kirk, Kirk, are you awake?" Cliff whispered. 

"Yeah," Kirk said groggily. He rubbed his face as he sat up, road weary and heavy. He felt like his skin was 
crawling and his hair was just a big ball of fuzz And yet he felt relaxed, almost refreshed, he had slept hard. 


He blinked his eyes open a few times, studying the room, the big bed, the posters, the bass, the guitar. He 
could smell food, real food. 

"Here," Cliff said handing him a plate, "| made you something to eat. It's just eggs. They're probably not very 
good." 

Cliff's voice trailed off and for the first time since Kirk had met him, Cliff seemed nervous. 


Kirk thanked him and ate fast. Food. Real food No packages, no microwave, no list of ingredients as long as his 
arm. Just eggs, salt, butter, cheese, pepper, and parsley. That was it. And it was great. 
"Fuck man, you can cook!" Kirk blurted out. Cliff blushed, and mumbled a thanks under his breath. 


Kirk put the empty plate on the night stand. He stunk He needed a shower. It'd been 3 days on a bus in the 


same clothes. 


Up the hall, take a shower, clean up, feel better. He put on some clean jeans and a fresh plain black shirt. They 
felt like the finest most decadent clothes in the world after wearing the same crusty jeans and Black Sabbath 
shirt for 3 days straight. He was clean, fresh, new and he was ready to go. 


Chapter 4 


Back in the room and Kirk found Cliff with a bass across his lap. Kirk took a guitar and they jammed for hours, 
back to back on top of Cliff's bed. When they played, they were connected. Chords, notes, riffs, they played and 
they played and they played. 


Cliff would take the lead, and then Kirk would, alternating, swapping, flipping, until they were playing together in 


perfect harmony. 


Finally, after hours, the instruments slipped from their hands and they flopped backwards onto the bed. Cliffs 
long fingers finding their way into Kirk's tight curls and Kirk's lips finding their way onto Cliff's. They pressed, 
they embraced, the folded into each other and their lips melted on soft skin 


They kissed hard and fell soft, sprawled out across the bed. Kirk's hands traced and crawled along Cliff's face, 
Cliff's hands gripped the blankets. Kirk was on him, his soft lips giving his lips, his cheeks, they slipped softly 


along his jaw line and down his neck. 
They both breathed deep and with every kiss Cliff's breath became hot and sharp. 


They rolled, they flipped, they were a twisted ball of lanky limbs and crisp curls. They were frenzied, they 


were fast, they were onward, upward, forward and go go go. 


Shirts came off in a rush and Cliff held Kirk to his naked bare skin. Their flesh tingled where it met and 
sparked where it came apart. They were connected, they were fused together, they were a part of it all. 


Their fingers meshed at their sides, their faces were hot and their skin was fused and sweaty. From nothing 
more than a few kisses and embraces. 


‘| want more," Kirk said confidently in the afternoon sun. The words snapped Cliff out of his euphoric state and 
back into reality. 

"What do you mean, more?" he questioned. He had to be sure they were on the same page. He didn't want to 
rush Kirk, to push him away, or to hurt him. It had to be at Kirk's pace. 

"More than touching and kissing, | want more," Kirk repeated. 

"We'll take it slow, okay?" 

Kirk nodded. 

"At your pace, you lead, I'l follow," Cliff said placing a finger to Kirk's bottom lip and pressing gently. 


A gentle breeze drifted in through the open window. The afternoon sun bathed them in its warmth. Cliff 


wrapped himself around Kirk and kissed down his neck and chest. 


Hands fiddled and fidgeted, Cliff said take the lead, but Kirk had no idea what he was doing. He felt nervous, and 
he felt scared. And Cliff knew. 


"Relax, just relax," he whispered in Kirk's ear. Kirk sunk into the bed, laying on his back with Cliff at his side. 


Cliff jumped up suddenly and started rummaging through his records. He found the single he was looking for 
and threw it on. 


Childhood living is easy to do 

The things you wanted | bought them for you 
Graceless lady you know who | am 

You know I cant let you slide through my hands 
Wild horses, couldnt drag me away 

Wild wild horses couldn't drag me away 


The song played as Cliff and Kirk lay together on the bed. Hands moved with purpose and confidence now. Kirk 
placed his on Cliffs chest, Cliff placed his softly on Kirk's back. 


Spidery fingers crept down Kirk's back, onto his ass and pulled him close. Cliff kissed him with depth and 
passion. Kirk could feel himself hard pressed against the seam of his jeans. 


The song finished and Cliff reached over to start it again He leant over Kirk who looked up into his eyes and 
smiled The song started again and Kirk pulled Cliff into him, kissing hard. Cliff was grinding against Kirk's pelvis 
involuntarily. 


"Nol" he almost shouted, jumping up and rummaging through the records again, he pulled out John Lennon's 
Imagine. Kirk recogrized the face, the sky and the clouds. Cliff pulled off the Rolling Stones and threw on 
Lennon, throwing the needle down at just the right point. 


Dirty saxophone and rough blues. 

But its so hard, its really hard, Sometimes | feel like going down 

Cliff was on top of him, and in what felt like seconds they were both completely naked. 

"Are you sure?" Cliff asked him, his breath barely hanging on. 

"Yes," Kirk whispered. 

They were almost spooning as Cliff took Kirk in his hands and rolled his thumb over Kirk's velvety skin. Kirk 
whimpered in his arms, folded and quivered as he felt Cliff's warm breath down his neck and tight grip around 


his shaft. 


He moved, he gripped, he tightened and released, he groped and grasped at the sheets with his free hand. Kirk 
rolled on the bed, his own hand gripping Cliff's thigh and just hanging on. 


"ls this okay?" Cliff panted in Kirk's ear. 


"Yes," Kirk managed. 


Cliff gently placed a finger on Kirk and once again asked if it was okay. Kirk nodded and Cliff entered him. He 


was tender, and Kirk felt safe and secure. 


"Are you sure?" Cliff asked once more. 


"Yes," the words barely escaped Kirk's lips. 


Cliff entered Kirk Slow, gentle, easy, a little deeper with each thrust until he was all the way in. They were 
connected, they were one. Kirk bucked back a little into Cliff's thrusts as they both groaned, moaned and 


melted into each other. 


Its So Hard ended and turned into some other song Kirk didn't know very well. But Cliff grinded to the rhythm 
and whispered loving words into Kirk's ear. Kirk breathed deep and so did Cliff. Both barely hanging on Cliffs 
reach was lengthy, he gripped Kirk with long fingers and moved things along for him. 


Soon, Kirk was in the midst of the most intense orgasm of his life. His whole body tensed and he was 
breathless. Literally seconds later, Cliff had pulled out and blew his load all over the sheets. They were a 
sweaty, breathless, heap on the bed. And Lennon played in the corner. 


They lay there for a while, got up, Kirk had a shower and then Cliff did, Cliff stripped the bed and they made 
plans. Beer was needed, and they'd watch some horror movies. Cliff's parents were still out and his sister 


Connie could just put up with it. 
And off they went in Cliff's busted up old green Volkswagen van. 


Cliff drove and Kirk rode shotgun. He took Cliffs license out of his wallet and placed it gingerly next to his own 
on the dashboard. 


Clifford Lee Burton 
Kirk Lee Hammett 


"We have the same middle name!" he said with a beaming grin. 


"Meant to be kid, meant to be." 


A soft breeze wafted lazily through the open window as they cruised down the highway, going nowhere, doing 
nothing, and yet they were a part of everything. Just another summer afternoon Just another day together. 


Another drive, another road, another day. 


There'd be time for picking up beer, there'd be time for hitting the shops for a snack. In that moment they 


were just a couple of guys, cruising. 


Cliff knew where to go. He always knew just the right stop, the right place, the right vibe. Things had to have 
the right vibe, Cliff would always say. 


And in the end they'd just go. They'd go and go until it was time. To go back to the house. Always at the right 


time. 


They'd laugh and giggle and touch and feel and hold and squeeze and roll and fall. A tangled mess of lanky limbs 
and messy curls. An afternoon of pure delight, topped off with sweet leaf and what Cliff would call a "listening 


party.” 


“Smoke this," he'd say, casually handing Kirk a joint. 
"Listen to this," he'd say, hastily putting on a record. 


Cliff was opening him up to a whole new world that Kirk never knew existed. 


Kirk had been nervous about how things would be when they returned to San Francisco, but it was better than 


he ever could have imagined. 


They drank the beer, watched the movies, held each other on the couch while Connie kept poking her head in 
the room and giggling. Cliff didn't care, so Kirk didn't either. 


The phone rang, James with an update, Lars with his questions, Cliff's dad called, said they'd be home in a few 
days. James would call again, telling them they needed to leave in about a three weeks to get back and sort 


the tour stuff out. 


They watched their movies and Kirk fell asleep on Cliff's shoulder. Drifting slowly into one of the deepest sleeps 
he'd ever had. He was relaxed, content, at peace. Cliff unsuccessfully tried to wake him, so instead carried him 
up to his room and lay him gently on the bed. Long fingers ran over black curls, closed lips and over cheek 
bones. Kirk remained asleep. He didn't feel the warm kiss against his cheek or hear the words, good night, 
whispered softly in his ear. 


They slept late, and woke well into the afternoon. Fishing. That's what was on the cards for that afternoon. 
They ate a hurried breakfast and loaded themselves and their gear into Cliffs van with Connie yelling out 


"Mom and Dad will be home tomorrow!" as they drove down the drive way and off down the road. 


Cliff banged and crashed to his Misfits tapes. Kirk laughed and smiled. Cliff was in his element, and it was just 


magic to watch. 

They were on their way to the perfect spot. The best fishing spot on the bay. It's secret, Cliff said, but its 
the best spot. Cliff always had to have the perfect spot, it had to have the right vibe, he was all about 
getting the right vibe. 


They arrived in the afternoon, roads, bait, tackle box, ice just in case. 


"I don't know how to cast on," Kirk said shyly. 
"That's okay, Cliff said giving his shoulder a reassuring squeeze, "I'll help you." 


They dropped their lines into the water below and stood on the pier. Waiting, watching, chatting. Little sail boats 
dotted the clear horizon, and cool salt air blew at their faces. Cliff knew some of the people already there, he 


greeted them and made a little chit chat, but his attention was focused totally on Kirk. 


Talk turned to their childhoods, the good, the bad and the downright evil. Talk of what Kirk had been through 
made Cliff's blood boil. 

"| want to shake him, | want to shake him and belt him around for all that he did-" Cliff began but Kirk shook 
his head. 


"Not worth it, and it's over now." 


They stood over the pier, Cliff caught a fish and reeled it in. It wasn't big, but itd taste pretty good. He 
smacked it on the rail of the pier a couple of times until it stopped wriggling and threw it into the cooler on 
top of the ice. 

"| caught it, are you going to gut it and scale it?" Cliff asked. Kirk went white as a ghost and felt like he was 
going to throw up. There was no way Kirk was touching that fish. 

‘Oh man," Cliff said rubbing his face with his palm, "you are such a girl." 

‘tm not touching that fucking thing," Kirk said with a deadpan expression. Cliff reached into the cooler and 
grabbed the fish. 

"Come on Kirk," he teased holding the fish up next to his face, "Mr Fish just wants a little kiss." 

Kirk went to bat him away and Cliff used his thumb to make the fishes mouth move. 

"Oh Kirky, kiss me Kirky," he said with a mock accent. Kirk hit the fish out of Cliff's hands and it fell, bounced 
off the pier and into the water below. 

"Oh fuck! I'm sorry!" he gasped. 

"Nah, it's all good, watching you squirm was so worth it," he laughed, "fuck it, you want to go grab something 
to eat, get some beer and just go, | dunno, fuck around?" 

"Okay," Kirk said reeling in his line, "but wash your hands, fish boy.’ 

They packed up their gear and were getting ready to leave. 

"Lets go then, you girl," Cliff said putting his arm around Kirk 

"Okay, fish boy." 

"Call me fish boy again, | dare you," Cliff said trying to be serious while also trying not to laugh. 

"Okay, fish boy," Kirk said again with a wide beaming grin, Cliff went to grab him and Kirk went speeding down 
the pier, laughing and grinning. 


They fell into the back of Cliffs van, both of them laughing and making really terrible jokes. They ended up 
making out for a while, Kirk forgot about the fish and Cliff forgot about being called fish boy. 


They grabbed some burgers and some beer before heading back to Cliffs place. They sat in his room, eating, 
drinking and listening to records. They talked about nothing and they talked about everything. 

"There is one thing | haven't told you about my family, and you probably should know," Cliff said as they lay on 
the bed together. 


"Yeah?" 

"| had a brother, he was older than me, his name was David, and he died" 

Kirk didn't know what to say, he took Cliff's hand and held it close to his own chest. 

"IFs okay, it was a long time ago, like 8 years ago. But you should probably know before my parents get back 
tomorrow. | dunno. Just thought you should know and whatever." 

‘lm sorry," Kirk said softly. 

"Why? You didn't do anything," Cliff said with a shrug, "but thanks." 

"For what?" Kirk said a little confused. 

"For listening,” Cliff said as he pulled Kirk in for a long, tight hug. 


More food, more beer, more records. Kirk felt tipsy, and Cliff pulled out a bag of weed. A few joints. A few 
more records and they were drunk and stoned. They ended up in the shower together, laughing, giggling and 
feeling each other up. There was a knock on the door. 


"Fuck off Conniel" Cliff yelled through the door and Kirk giggled again. 


Kirk rested his head again Cliff's wet, slippery back as he gave him a quick hand job. Cliff came hard against 
the wall and bit his lip to stop himself from screaming out. 


"Fuck, you're good at that, how do you know how to do that, like that?" Cliff said drying himself off before 
throwing the towel in Kirk's direction 


"| dunno, jerk off a lot | guess," Kirk said with a laugh, he was only half joking. 


They fell onto the bed and the room spun. They were out of beer and they were out of weed. The light was 
off and a little moonlight seeped in through thin curtains. It was a cool night so they held each other close. 
And they slept. 


They woke up in the morning, a little hung over but feeling okay. They had breakfast, showered, got dressed 
and Cliff encouraged Kirk to drink plenty of water. Cliff was pretty switched on about this sort of stuff and 
Kirk trusted his judgement. 


They just hung around a bit, sitting on Cliff's bed jamming for a while, Cliff on bass, Kirk on an acoustic. 
Something different, something fun. Can't be the same thing all the time. 


There was a knock on the door and Kirk looked up to see who he could only assume to be Cliff's parents, and 
his stomach dropped straight into the floor. They introduced themselves as Ray and Jan, Cliff's mom and dad, 
and said they had heard all about them. Kirk was nervous, but the Burton's were warm and welcoming. It 
wasn't long into the conversation before Kirk felt at ease and relaxed. 

"Okay, well, nice to meet you and we'll leave you to it," Ray said before carefully closing the door and leaving 


them to continue practising. 


Kirk had been worried about going back to San Francisco and staying with Cliff at his place with his family. But 
it was better than he ever could have imagined it was going to be. His family were welcoming him with open 


arms and he'd never been happier than he was when he was with Cliff. He was glad that he'd come back to San 


Francisco. He was glad that he'd taken the chance. He was glad he'd pretended to be asleep that morning on the 
floor in New York. 


The time they had in San Francisco was passing way too quickly in a flurry of fishing off the pier, smoking 
weed and listening to records, fooling around in the back of Cliff's van, beer, soda, the sunset, the moonlight 
and the stars. It was hours of jamming on the bed and on the floor. And it was throwing down the instruments 


and tearing each other's clothes off. 


It was the way Cliff would jump up half way to change the record, skip back to the start of the song, to just 
hear that bit again. It was sweet and tender to the sonatas and crescendos. It was fast and furious to The 


Misfits, Motorhead and Deep Purple. 


Cruising down the high way listening to tapes. Running down the beach. Cliff knew his way around town, he knew 
all the spots, he knew all the secret places. 


The cold winter air did nothing to discourage them. This was their time, and it was going way too fast. Kirk was 
begging time to just slow down. The days passed too quickly, their time together was fleeting, and it would be 
all too soon before they'd be back on the bus, back to New York, back to sharing the practise space at night 
with Lars and James, and back to sleeping on the floor. 


"We'll be on the road soon," Cliff said, "we won't be sleeping on the floor for long. A couple of weeks, maybe." 
The expression on Kirk's face said it all, he wasn't keen on the idea. 
"And in the meantime we can go for a walk, or go for a drive," Cliff's words were reassuring. Kirk knew, if he 


stuck with Cliff, that everything was going to be okay. 


Chapter 5 


Waves crashed along the shore as he walked down to the water's edge, the cool water tickled his toes and the 
salty air stung his cheeks. The stars twinkled and beckoned him onward, upward, forward and go go go. 


"Come on Kid, let's go for a walk," the voice in the dark called to him 


He saw his face etched out in the stars, he felt his presence in the ocean breeze, his foot prints dotted the beach 


and his name was whispered on the wind 


He searched for him among the dunes, raced up the sand and crashed into the rocks. Even in his searching, he 
knew he was just around the corner. Onward, upward, forward and go go go. Until they were in each other's arms 


where the coast met the sea 
Cliff. 
Hs arms were around him, holding him tight as they rolled into the waves. Kirk was home. 


He woke in Cliffs arms. Cliff nuzzled into the nape of his neck and snored loudly. Was there ever a more 


perfect way to start the day? 


Cliff woke and they fooled around in the morning light. It was all new, all fresh, all exciting and different. There 
was something exhilarating about Cliffs touch. There was something just perfect in the way they moved 
together. In sync, in harmony. Whatever it was that they were doing, it worked. 


It was a morning of sheer delight, and they both came to climax in a moment of absolute ecstasy. 


Cliff smoked a cigarette lazily, half hanging off the edge of the bed. Alcohol spilt across the bottom of the 
sheets, their fluids the middle and now Cliff's stray ash across the pillows and the top. It was dirty, and they 


were messy, but neither cared much and well, everything came out in the wash. 


"Letts do something, let's go somewhere, let's see some people," Cliff suggested as he looked up at Kirk from 
his bass. Kirk shrugged and muttered okay. It didn't really matter to him, as long as they were together. 


A party, that'd be the ticket. One of Cliffs friends was having a birthday, and knowing those guys it was bound 
to be a good time. Kirk kind of knew the people and he certainly knew the scene. There'd be booze, drugs, girls 
with boobs out and music cranked. There'd be boys will be boys good old fashioned fun. But Kirk had no idea 
how what he had with Cliff would transfer to a social situation So far, they'd mostly been alone. What did this 


look like when they were around other people? 


There was a stigma attached to what they were doing. Cliffs parents were cool with it, James and Lars were 


cool with it, they were certainly more than cool with it, however, out there, in the big bad world.. there were 


people who wouldn't be. 
Stick with Cliff. Follow his lead. He'll know what to do. 


They went about their day just like it was any other. Breakfast, jam for a while, throw down the instruments 
and roll about the bed until they were both spent, shower, tear back the sheets. 
"Look at what you've done to my bed!" Cliff teased, "you have made a god-awful mess young man" 


He held the grubby sheets in one hand and comically tapped his foot with his other hand on his hip. 


Kirk pushed Cliff back onto the bed and pulled off his jeans. He quickly went to work, kissing up Cliffs inner 
thigh and along his hip. He ran his tongue swiftly along Cliff's member, teasing him, taunting him before taking 


him in his mouth and working his magic. 


He whipped Cliff into a frenzy, he was quite good at what he did. And he blew, and sucked, and kissed, until Cliff 
saw stars and yelled out. 


"Fuck! Kirk! The mattress!" 


But Kirk was smart, he knew what he was doing, he thrust forward slightly and swallowed There was no mess, 
nothing left to clean up. And he sat down on the floor, Cliff a crumpled heap on the bed. He picked up Cliff's 
jeans and threw them up at him. 


"So, tell me again, who's the messy one?" 


Cliff did the laundry, Kirk brushed his teeth and attempted to tame his hair. Cliff brushed his teeth and Kirk 
flipped through the album and tape collections looking for something just perfect to listen to while they ran 


about town running errands. 
Simon and Garfunkel, Bridge Over Troubled Water. Cliff had the tape. It was perfect. 


They sped down the road to Baby Driver. 


| hit the road and Im gone, whats my number? | wonder how your engine feels. 
There was lunch to be had, and booze to buy. They'd go drop a line off the pier and meet up with the guys. 


Burgers and a milkshake, that was what Cliff felt like, so they headed to a diner a little out of the way. It 
wasn't glamorous but they made the best vanilla malt in the universe, Cliff said, and Kirk trusted his 
judgement. 


It seemed that everywhere they went, people knew Cliff's name, and he knew theirs. The waitress knew his 
name and Cliff knew hers. The cook nodded to him from behind the grill, and Cliff waved in return. They took 
up their place in Cliffs usual booth and the waitress brought them Cliffs usual. Kirk had the same, he trusted 
Cliff's judgement. If Cliff said it was good, then it probably was. 


He saw her walking towards them and instinctively sunk into his seat. Praying to whoever would listen that she 
didn't see them, that she turned around and walked away, that he didn't have to speak to her. His wants were 
cowardly, and he knew he'd probably have to face her eventually. Never the less, he didn't want to. 


Suddenly, Cliff's presence no longer made him feel safe and secure. Cliffs presence beckoned an explanation to a 


question Kirk didn't feel ready to answer. As his ex-girlfriend sauntered towards them, he wanted to curl up 


and die. 


She saw them. Waved. And before Kirk knew it she was sitting practically on top of him, her leg squished right 
up next to him in the small booth. 

"You're back!" she said flinging his arms around Kirk's neck. He promptly pulled them off and placed them on 
her lap. 

"Just until the end of the week," he said calmly. She looked excited It was dawning on him that what he 
thought was a permanent break up might have sounded just like a break to her. 

"That's great! We should go do something, catch a movie together or you know, whatever." she suggested. Cliff 
moved uncomfortably in his seat. It was awkward. 

"Ahh that probably won't work for me," Kirk said quickly, trying to dismiss her. Hoping she would leave, or just 
disappear. 

"Why not?" she was confused. 

"m ahhh." Kirk couldn't find the words. His palms were starting to sweat. 

"Are you seeing someone else? Already?" she said abruptly. Again, Cliff moved uncomfortably in his seat. 
Everyone was waiting for Kirk to say something but instead Kirk said nothing. His silence told her all she 
needed. Her questions answered. And she was pissed. 

"| can't believe it!" 

She was making a scene. Cliff casually sipped his milkshake, waiting for Kirk to speak. Kirk stared at his fries, 
quickly getting cold on the plate, then up at Cliff, then back at the plate, he had no idea what to say or what 
to do. 

"What's her name then?" she asked after a moment of silence. 

"You don't need to know," Kirk said quietly. Cliff started choking on his drink. She got up and walked muttering 


something about hoping he and his girlfriend were happy together in a less than convincing tone. 


They were alone again, Kirk looked up to see Cliff looking less than impressed. 

"Go on then, what's her name?" he asked with a smirk. 

‘Oh come on! What good would that have done? She clearly thought breaking up was temporary and | was back 
for her, what good would have come from me saying, oh yeah and the GIRL I'm seeing, well HE is sitting right 

in front of you. Surprise! I'm dating men now!" 

Kirk was doing some pretty fast talking. 

"Yeah, well, you kind of made me feel like shit," Cliff responded. This was the first time Kirk had ever seen him 
upset, and it was his fault, and that stung. 

‘I'm sorry," he said honestly, "I didn't think" 

"No, you didn't. Are you embarrassed by me or something?" Cliff asked. Kirk shook his head no. 

"Then why don't you want to tell anyone about me?" Cliff continued. 


Kirk shrugged his shoulders. Truth was he didn't know why he felt uncomfortable telling people, being with Cliff 
felt like the more normal and natural thing in the world. He'd never felt the way he felt about Cliff ever 
before. He couldn't imagine being with anyone else, and yet when it came to the crunch, he felt he couldn't tell 
anyone. 

"| get why you didn't tell her," Cliff said quietly. Kirk nodded. 

‘lm sorry, really, | don't want you to hate me," Kirk said quickly. 

"| could never hate you kid," Cliff said very matter-of-factly. Kirk smiled and apologized again. Cliff brushed it 
away with a sweep of his hand. He placed his hand over Kirk's and smiled. It was okay, it would all be okay. 
"You'll tell people when you're ready." 

His smile was reassuring, Kirk couldn't forget what had just happened, but he felt a little better about it when 
Cliff smiled at him. 


There was still the little matter of getting the alcohol, and then heading off to go fishing with the guys. Kirk 
was determined, if someone asked, he would tell this time. He had to make it up to Cliff. 


They bought the booze, they did some fishing and caught nothing, and then they headed back to the friend's 
place for the party. It was a ranch right out of town. Sprawling paddocks and a big old house in the middle of 
nowhere. Quiet, secluded, and bustling with people. Camp fires, loud music, a local band played and party goers 
raved. Cliff quickly found the host and introduced Kirk. 

"Oh yeah, Cliff told me about you on the phone." 

Kirk smiled, a little embarrassed, Cliff could talk about him so easily and yet Kirk struggled to find the words. 


They set about making the most of the night, getting drunk and having a good time. Laughing, joking, Cliff 
introducing Kirk to all these different people. There was no weird look, no awkwardness, if they knew Cliff then 
they had Kirk all figured out. 


It was Cliff who spotted him first. A flash of fire red hair stood out amongst the crowd and that distinctive 
laugh filled the air and cut through all the other voices. He stood a little taller, his actions were a little more 


animated, his hazel eyes wide and he was the biggest, baddest, drunkest, highest mother fucker at the party. 
Dave. 


Cliff seemed uncomfortable for a moment as he quickly drew back on his joint and snubbed it out in the ash 
tray. He hadn't seen Dave since he had left New York, and Metallica, and he had no idea how Dave would be 
around him or what was going to go down. They had spoken on the phone a handful of times. Cliff had gotten a 
hold of Dave to ask if he was okay, check up on him really, he wasn't going to be an asshole about it, and he 
did genuinely want to know that Dave was okay. They'd made some idle chit chat, Dave was okay, pissed off 
but okay, and left it at that. Life was busy, and with Dave not having a permanent address at the time, he 
was a little hard to track down. Still, Cliff would ask between mutual friends, have you seen Dave, how's he 
doing, what's he up to? Cliff cared about Dave, they had after all been friends. But never the less he was 


worried about how that would pan out now that they were face to face. 


Dave spotted Cliff and started making his way over. Cliff was tense. Wound up and worked up. Cliff didn't feel 


good about the way Dave had been let go, he knew Dave, he knew he would be pissed about it. 


"Hey Cliff!" a heavy handed smack on the back from Dave took both Cliff and Kirk by surprise. He was smiling, 
but with Dave that meant absolute jack shit. There was no way of reading him. He sat down on the table 


across from where they were standing and just started talking. 


Talk, talk, talk. What was going on. Who he'd seen. Where he'd been. What parties he'd been to. Who he'd fucked. 
And how. And when. And where. 


Cliff was listening, giving his full attention to Dave. Kirk was in and out. He wasn't really interested in Dave 
reading from his proverbial little black book. A waning interest plus a fair few drinks under his belt and Kirk 


was only catching words here and there from Dave. 


"So | was fucking her.. and she was pulling my hair right.. so | just fucking gave it to her.. and then | could 
barely stand up.. fucked her against the wall.. fucked her against my car.. | think | fucked her sister last 


summer...” 


If he was angry, he certainly wasn't showing it, or maybe he just wasn't angry at Cliff. Kirk's drink was empty, 
Cliff noticed, took it from him and vowed to be back in just one second. 


Leaving Kirk with Dave. 


Dave loomed over Kirk. His much taller and bigger frame dwarfing Kirk's, intimidating him and engulfing him. 
"What's the go then man?" Dave almost demanded of him. 

Kirk shrugged his shoulders willing Cliff to come back sooner rather than later. 

"Nah | mean, what's the go, with you and Cliff.." Dave alluded. 

"Oh, yeah we're together," Kirk said remembering that look on Cliff's face at the diner and not wanting to 
repeat it ever again. Dave looked surprised He said nothing, just nodded a few times before he took a smoke 
out of his pocket and lit it. He puffed casually as the words "we're together" lingered in the air between them. 


True to his word, Cliff reappeared. Dave took one look at him, shook his head with a casual laugh and walked 
away. That smirk, there was more to it. Dave was cooking up a scheme and the whole thing smelt rotten 
"What did you say to him?" Cliff asked cautiously handing Kirk the can of beer. 

"He asked about me and you so | said we're together," Kirk replied. Cliff rubbed his palm along his face and 
sighed, laughed nervously, and threw his arm around Kirk's shoulders. 

"Oh well now everyone here will know.’ 

Kirk looked confused. 

"Dave cannot keep his mouth shut, about anything, if you wanted the world to know, well you told the right 
person." 

Kirk felt his insides turn and churn, he could see that look on Dave's face crystal clear when he snapped his 
eyes shut. He had a bad feeling about the whole deal. 

"But I'm glad you did," Cliff whispered in his ear. Kirk felt his cheeks red hot, blushing, the dread falling away 


again. 


They grew tired of the party and the crowd. They found a spot well away, and lay together looking up at the 
stars. Even in his drunken state Cliff still knew what he was on about. Constellations, stars, planets, he pointed 
out the band of the milky way and Kirk watched, listened, with eyes full of wonder, at the stars and at Cliff 


before him. 


"You know kid, some of these stars died a long long time ago," Cliff explained, "exploded, imploded, took a few 
planets out with it on its way out. Stars go with high body counts you know.’ 

Kirk smiled at Cliffs explanation and continued listening. 

"But a star so bright that it can be seen from so far away throws it light and energy so far it can be seen 
long after it's gone. Some of these stars died thousands of years ago, probably. But we still see ‘em, they stil 
leave a mark. Stars die, stars explode, but they're still here, in the sky, for a long long time, for everyone to 
see. It's like immortality, or something." 

"How do you know so much about this shit?" Kirk asked, his head rested comfortably against Cliff's chest as 
they sprawled out on a blanket Cliff had pinched from the house. 

"Dunno, | guess | just like to read a lot," Cliff said with a shrug of his shoulders and a gentle laugh, "it'd be 
pretty cool to watch a star explode | reckon 

"Yeah, as long as you're not too close to it when it does," Kirk added. Cliff nodded, it was a good point. 


Cliff always seemed to know something about everything, and he spoke with a wisdom that reached far beyond 
his years. He was smart, and not just book smart either, he had a real understanding of how the world worked 
and a real thirst for knowledge and a passion for life. He enthusiasm was infectious, and Kirk felt himself 


constantly being swept up in what Cliff was saying. 


"So Dave," Kirk said with a sigh. 

"So Dave..." Cliff repeated with a sigh. 

"He seemed a bit, | dunno, weird?" 

"Yeah, it's awkward, He wasn't happy about being fired, feels like he was cheated out of something good, truth 
is | feel weird about using his songs. | dunno, | know that Lars and James won't cheat him out of what he 
should get paid for them." 

Kirk rolled over and watched Cliff as he spoke, his ear against Cliff's chest listening to his voice and his 
heartbeat. Slow and steady. 

"He's got some band that he's started with some guy named Junior or something like that. Dave will make it, 
he's tough, he's got the drive to do it" 

There was a real sincerity in what Cliff was saying, despite everything that had happened between him and 


Dave, he meant what he said and he believed in Dave. 


They lay there silently for a few moments. 

"Is he better than me?" Kirk asked after a while. 

"No! He's not better than you! You do this thing before I'm about to-" 

"| mean as a guitarist!" Kirk said with a grin 

"You didn't let me finish, you do this thing before l'm about to come in on ahhhh... Whiplash with your ahhh.. 
pickups? Wah pedal? Power chords? | dunno, I'm making this up off the cuff here." 


Kirk laughed and he rolled back again to look up at the stars. 
"| dunno, not better, just different styles is all. And that's good. We didn't want a clone of Dave, you had to be 
different, it had to feel different, different vibe, you know?" 


Different vibe. Cliff was all about getting the right vibe. 


Cliff groaned and sat up, Kirk's head tumbling into his lap. He looked frustrated, annoyed, something was ticking 
him off. 


"What's wrong?" Kirk asked, looking up at him, his brow knitted with concern. 

"| don't want to go back," he moaned, throwing himself back against the blanket again. Kirk picked himself up and 
leaned over Cliff. It was his turn to be the reassuring one. 

"I bet James and Lars are both itching to get on the road," he said brushing stray hairs from Cliff's face and 
twisting them lazily around his fingers. Cliff nodded and his hands dashed up Kirk's back, resting on his shoulder 
blades and pulling him in close. 

"The road aye, it's gonna be great! Me and you, beer and getting fucked up, and hotel rooms and hanging out 
with James and Lars." 

The spark in his eyes was back, the smile, the raised eyebrows, he was excited and ready to go. 

"And fucking each other backstage," Kirk said with a cheeky wink, his comment met with wide-eyed surprise. 
Clearly | am a terrible influence on you, | thought you were such a sweet young thing, and here you are, 
picturing yourself being fucked up against your Marshall stack," Cliff joked 

"Who says I'm the one being fucked?" Kirk retorted with a deadpan expression 

"Damn Kirk, you are on fire tonight,” Cliff said, pulling his arms around Kirk and dragging him in for a deep and 


passionate kiss. 


Chapter 6 


They rolled along the hills and valleys of the crumbled blankets of his big bed. They threw their arms around each 


other. He was an exploding star, and Kirk was caught up in the magnificence of his demise. 
It was beautiful, captivating, mesmerizing, and it was fleeting 


Too good fo last, too perfect to end He was engulfed in his passion and awestruck by his zest for life. Onward, 
upward, forward and go go go. The camp fire, the van, the wide open paddock and the pier. Cliff was the hook, and 
Kirk was the bait. Snagged to each other, waiting to catch the big one. 


Day laboured on and soon came the night, and in the dark they ceased to be two people and were as one. 
Entangled in each other, a ball of limbs, curls and sweat drenched skin Where Cliff ended, Kirk was sure to begin 
Their curls intertwined, their lips fused, their bodies over, on top, underneath each other. 


Cliff squeezed, pressed, touched and felt. Kirk folded and unfolded. He was crashing on the shore. He was twisting in 
the waves. He was a part of it all Just lke Cliff said he would be. 


They held each other as hazel eyes leered They had each other, and that was all. They protected each other as 
amber curls plotted and schemed They had each other, and nothing in the world was going to change that. 


Nothing 


Kirk woke to find himself gripping a sleeping Cliff tight. His hands wrapped around Cliff's arms as he pressed 
himself flush against his body. But Cliff wasn't moving, he snored loudly, fast asleep. 


The day had come, they were going to get on a bus and spend 3 days going back to New York. Neither of them 
wanted to, but they had to. The best 3 weeks of Kirk's life had all too quickly come to an end. But he knew 
there were good things ahead. 


Cliff's dad dropped them at the bus stop. He told Kirk it was great to meet him, and there was a sweet 
sincerity in his voice that made Kirk know he was speaking truthfully. 


They bought their tickets and were happy to see they were not on a full bus, in fact more than half the 


seats were empty, and they had the entire back seat to themselves. 


Down the road they were moving once more, they lay across the back seat listening to tapes and chatting 
about nothing, anything and everything. In the corner of the back seat where no one could see, Cliff gave Kirk 
the most excellent blow job of his life his while Kirk clenched his teeth and held the back of the seat in front 
of him, knuckles white and fingers tight. 


A pack of gum, a few more tapes, discussions of horror movies, fingers curled through messy hair, and they 


were realizing the hot meal and warm shower that greeted them in San Francisco was going to be replaced by 


a cup of noodles and a rusty old sink in the corner. 


The sun set, blue sky turning orange, red and then the deepest of purples before giving away to navy and 
black dotted with stars that twinkled like diamonds as they reflected in Kirk's eyes. Cliff watched the stars in 
Kirk's eyes as they chatted about Alfred Hitchcock and Boris Karloff. Kirk talked, Cliff listened, talk of horror 
movies and Kirk was in his element. He knew what he was talking about, and he wanted to pass that knowledge 
on to anyone who would listen. Cliff knew a little, but Kirk knew a lot. Cliff had seen a few, but Kirk had seen 
them all. 


A pit stop, a piss stop, dinner at some hole in the wall place. A liquor store on the corner, a bottle of Jack and 
they were rolling down the road again. The highway was their runway and they were taking off, up and up and 
up and then they'd reach the stars. 


Or so Cliff said. 


"How do you know which stars are dead and which ones are still there?" Kirk asked. 

"Dunno, I'm not that smart," Cliff said with a shrug of his shoulders, "but some are, and some aren't. Safe to 
say though that all stars die. The sun is a star. Some day that will die. And the earth will die. And there will be 
nothing left." 

"Then what's the point?" Kirk asked, "what's the point of all of this if it's all going to end anyway?" 

"To throw it out there, leave your mark, shine your light far beyond the short reach of your life. To put it 
out there, you know. And maybe someone will see it and think, him, he was the guy. You're a star, l'm a star, 
the bus driver is a star. That big bang bullshit, threw all this star dust out and made everything, so safe to 
say, we're all just made of bits of stars. So, the point is, to throw your light out, like a lighthouse, and one day 
someone will see. Maybe you'll be alive, maybe you won't be. But someone, someone will see that light." 

Kirk nodded, letting the words sink in, sorting the message from the language. 

"And that little piece of information, | learnt on the best acid trip of my life." 

Kirk smiled and shook his head. 

Typical Cliff. 


They passed the bottle of Jack between them, each having a healthy swig. It bit back hard and both of them 
hissed after they swallowed. In his tipsy state, Cliff was pretty handsy and Kirk was not fighting him off. They 
both pinched, gripped, felt, held, squeezed, Kirk took another swig from the bottle of Jack and then came into 
Cliff's hands and onto the blanket. I5 minutes later, and Cliff did the same. 


Drinking, listening to music, talking, giggling, fooling around under the cover of a paper thin blanket. By the time 
they'd get back to New York that blanket would have been better off thrown away than washed. 


They fell asleep, Cliff spread out along the back seat and Kirk sprawled out on Cliffs long lanky legs, his head 
resting comfortably on his lover's chest. Kirk dreamt lazily, his head rose and fell as Cliff breathed slow and 
deep. Kirk woke to spindly fingers playing with his hair. He rolled over and smiled. He was swept up in Cliff, the 
road and the way back to New York, he was caught up in the journey. The booze, the sweat, the dirt, the bad 


food and the scent of sex that clung to them. 


Day 2. Half way into the journey back There was no one on that bus who could have claimed to have not 
known what was going on in the back seat, yet no one said a word to them bar a polite hello, so they carried 


on. 


By the afternoon they were drunk and silly. Light fingers traced over jaw lines and cheek bones as they talked 
and talked and talked. Cliff the Philosopher and Kirk the Eccentric. The more time they spent together the 
more Kirk came out of his shell. He made Cliff laugh, he made Cliff think. 


Last night on the bus and they snoozed like drunken princes. Cliff's head in Kirk's lap, Kirk slumped over with 
his head resting on his arms folded on the seat in front of him. Cliff drooled on Kirk's lap. Kirk drooled on his 


forearms. 


They woke up stiff, sore, and eager to get off the bus and stretch their legs. A gas station breakfast, a piss 
stop, Cliff had a smoke, Kirk had a spew by the side of the road. Two solid days of drinking had taken their toll 
on both of them, but Cliff had a stronger stomach than Kirk. 


Dark shades to hide dark circles. Pack of gum. A strong coffee. And on the road again. Cliff rang James from a 
gas station pay phone and arranged for him to pick him up. Kirk was feeling anxious again, he knew that James 
and Lars would have questions. Lots of them. They'd been asking questions before Kirk even knew what was 


going on. 
And there'd be the Dave talk. Cliff would have to tell James about it. 


But that was all down the road, at that point in time Cliff was giving a detailed account of the work of H P. 


Lovecraft. Kirk was interested, once again Cliff was opening him up to a whole new world. 


The bus rolled on and on, they talked, and talked, and talked. They ate chips and finished off the very last drops 
of the Jack. They both felt tired, dirty, hung over and spent. There was no more energy for fooling around, 


but plenty left to discuss matters of importance, books, movies, music, comics, cartoons.. 


"So what are we going to tell Lars when he asks?" Kirk asked. 
"That you're a way better fuck than he is.." 

Kirk's mouth hung open like a trap door. Cliff laughed. 

"Kidding! We'll tell him to go fuck himself, it's none of his business." 


Even sprawled out across the back seat they were tired, sore, stiff and road weary. They both complained 
loudly until they stopped for lunch and then they dragged themselves back onto the bus for the last leg of 
the journey. 

Sprawling suburbia swallowed empty highway and then it spat them out in the city. Night in the city, this 
usually spelt a walk and a very long conversation, but Kirk was looking forward to a drink, a lie down and a long 


sleep. 


Cliff was still talking but Kirk wasn't saying much any more. At first he was just listening, and then he fell 
asleep on Cliff's shoulder, slumped down and woke up with his head in Cliffs lap. 


He woke up, rubbed his eyes, and looked up at Cliff. He looked bored, over it but still he smiled down at Kirk. 
Cliff in his Misfits shirt and Kirk in his Frankenstein shirt. Sweat, dirt, smoke, booze, cum and grit covered both 
of them. They needed a shower, they both needed a shave, they needed to brush their teeth - and all that 


waited for them was a sink in the corner of the room and a Danish mouth going a million miles an hour. 


True to form James was waiting for them. Cliff helped Kirk put his stuff in the back of the car and then they 
smiled at each other, and James knew. 

"You guys had sex," he said as they got in the car. 

"Shut up James," Cliff said slapping him across the back of the head. 


Back in the practise space, they splashed themselves in the face at the sink and brushed their teeth while 
bearing the brunt of the questions from Lars. Lots of talking about starting the tour, lots of talk about the 
album, lots of talk about CliffandKirk, KirkandCliff. 


They fell asleep together, sprawled out across the floor, it was far from the comfort they had grown use to, 


but they had each other so it would all work out in the end. 


They woke in the morning to James and Lars having an important discussion over microwavable breakfast 
burritos. 

"They rejected the title man," James said his mouth half full, "they said no way to Metal Up Your Ass.” 
"The record execs?" Cliff asked. 

Lars nodded, his own mouth crammed so full speech was impossible. 

"Fuckin’ kill em all. Fucking kill them alll" was Cliff's response. 


James and Lars looked each other, now that would make a good album name. 


One of the first things Kirk realised about being back in New York was that it wasn't as bad as he thought it 
was going to be. He was glad to be in the company of people who got it, and who understood them. Around 
James and Lars they didn't feel inhibited or restricted, they could just be themselves. 


They slipped comfortably back into the old routine, jam, drink, James and Lars go to bed, Cliff and Kirk go for a 
walk, walk and walk, talk and talk. Some nights they'd take Kirk's car and drive, listen to tapes, go to the beach. 


They'd eat crisps, watch the ocean by night, Kirk would rest his legs on Cliff and Cliff would rest his on the 
dash. They'd make out in the backseat, it was always a little squashed, a little uncomfortable, a little awkward, 
but always good. 


Still, Kirk was shy, and it wasn't progressing passed kissing and cuddling in the backseat out in the open. They 
both missed the privacy and security of Cliff's bedroom. Kirk didn't feel comfortable being intimate in front of 
James and Lars. He knew that they "got it" and he had heard them at night, but Kirk was a very private 


person. He didn't want all of his personal business so far out in the open. 


None of that bothered Cliff much. Kirk was open and honest about how he felt and what he thought and that 
was enough for Cliff. He was happy just spending time together, all the rest was just a bonus. 


The weather was getting warmer, the days longer, and the nights no longer called for thick coats and big 
jackets. Summer had arrived. While James and Lars made the arrangements for the album tour with Johnny Z, 
Cliff and Kirk spent the afternoon by the beach. Girls in string bikinis and guys with sun kissed skin dotted the 


sand. Big umbrellas and a rainbow of towels. Mothers and their children out to beat the heat. 


They ate ice cream and chatted with their feet in the sand. They spoke about new things, they spoke about 
things they'd already said a thousand times before, but Cliff spoke with a vivacity that made Kirk feel as 
though he was hearing the words for the very first time. 


The album was released. They were all quite pleased with themselves. The drinking began, and they were all 
swimming in a drunken haze shortly afterwards. fuelled by Dutch courage, Kirk found his voice and ordered 
James and Lars to go for a walk. Get out! Go walking! See the city by night! He ushered the out the door, 
slammed it behind them, and pounced on Cliff. 


They licked and sucked and kissed and squeezed and moved together. Kirk would thrust forward and Cliff would 
buck back. They held and felt and dug into each other for the first time since they had arrived in New York. 
On his knees, on his back, on his side, on his belly, they moved and rolled. Squealed, hissed, moaned and groaned. 
They took turns, over and over until they were both spent. Lying in an exhausted sweaty naked heap. 


They were back, back to where they had been when they'd gotten on the bus. James grumbled as he walked in, 
Lars trailed close behind him, but as soon as they saw Kirk gently sleeping in Cliffs arms, a thin veil of sweat 
on his brow and a gentle smile on Cliffs lips; they knew. And any anger they had felt slipped away. 


It was time. To tour. To take the album to the people. To see new fans and old. It was time to go go go. 


Kirk followed Cliff's lead, and Cliff only went as far as Kirk was comfortable. There was no pressure, no force, 
no demand. Just loving comfort and gentle reassurance. The safer Kirk felt, the more he opened up, and as he 
opened up the more he felt safe with Cliff. They spoke of the present and they spoke of the future. They 


were going places, together, and for the first time in Kirk's life, he longer felt so hopelessly alone. 


The first few tour dates were in and around New York City. They all felt they had to ease into touring, and 
they'd built a sort of home base there in New York. The first night hit them like a train on a track, and they 
were buzzing backstage, waiting to be called forward. Cliff had his bass slung across his back and Kirk held his 
guitar, fiddling with it a little as they made idle chit chat. Kirk was nervous, so he mostly just listened but Cliff 
was buzzing and talking a mile a minute. 

"Hey, hey Kirk!" he whispered loudly, "I got this amazing crank from this guy in this alley like an hour ago, but 
don't tell the others, okay?" 

Kirk laughed and nodded. 


"So | was talking to this dude right, about you, okay? And | said that | would probably be with you if you were 
a chick, or | were a chick, cos it's about hearts not parts, free love, fuck the establishment or whatever. You 
know, what's in your head not in your pants. Although, that's good too, but okay whatever. | can keep talking in 
mantras and buzz words or | can just drop some truth on you, brother." 

Cliff drew out the last word long which snapped Kirk's attention back and drew him in. Cliff was just talking, 
talking, talking, and the long last word allowed Kirk a second for his mind to catch up to Cliff's mouth. 

"Truth is | love you man. And not in a ‘doooood | love you bro! Drunk and hi-fiving way. No. The fucking truth 
is that | fucking love you. |. Love. You." 

The last three words dropped one like one, like stones falling to the bottom of a river. He'd thrown them down, 


one by one, and now they sunk, muddying the water at the bottom of Kirk's head. 


Kirk was wide-eyed and surprised, no longer fiddling with his guitar, his mouth hung open and he was lost for 


words. 
"| love you kid, you are fucking amazing!" 


A roadie stuck his head out and was motioning for them to go with him. It was time. There was no more time 


to think about what he had said, what it meant, and what he should say back. This was it. 


"I fucking love you Cliff" Kirk blurted out involuntarily. He had wanted to hold it back, he'd been holding it back 
for weeks. But he couldn't help himself. When he was around Cliff, all inhibitions went right out the window. 


Cliff grabbed Kirk's cheeks and kissed him deep and hard. Kirk kissed him back, his tongue dancing across Cliff's 
lips. 


"Oh fucking hell, you fuckers!" James burst right through the middle of them followed swiftly behind him was 
Lars. Who was wearing very little, not surprising. But it was time to go. Time to play. There'd be time for what 
they wanted to do later. 


Chapter 1 


Down, down, down, Kirk was free-falling without a care in the world He fell upon the sand and felt a crisp sea 
breeze caress his face. Onward, upward, forward and go go go. He pushed up with his hands, got to his feet and 
raced along the beach 


Kirk felt a hand in his own, one that had been there many times before, a strong yet gentle hand, that took over 
and led the way. 


To the stars 
They were exploding, imploding, and colliding, they folded into each other as they both came apart at the seams 


Quick feet shuffled along green grass, running, faster and faster, go go go. They were the colour when the rest of 
the world was grey. They were the sound when the rest of the world was silent. They were everywhere and in 
everything 


"Youre gonna go far kid," his voice called to him on the wind, "up and up and up and then you'll hit the stars." 
Bits of stars, thats all we are, throwing our light far beyond the reach of our short lives 
Bits of stars, thats all we ever were. 


Kirk woke to Cliff's head on his chest in a hotel room. Somewhere, some random town, they were far from 
New York and far from home. But they were together, in the booze, and the smoke, and the hot summer 
nights, and the blood on the frets, they always had each other. It was a rundown old place, an ancient black and 
white telly in the corner, a Bible in the night stand, two single beds and a lamp that flickered as if it were on 
its last legs. 


The walls between them were paper thin and that night Kirk had woken up at just the wrong time. He could 
hear James grunting, the bed head smashing against the wall and Lars yelling, "Forheldve" over and over and 
over. He squished the pillow over his head and willed them to shut up or stop or for his ears to fall off, 
anything so that he'd be able to look them in the eye in the morning. And above all he hoped to god that he 
and Cliff didn't sound like THAT. 


Morning came and Kirk stumbled out of the room, bleary eyed and cranky, running right into Lars in the hall. 
They made idle chit chat for a few moments before Kirk looked him dead in the eyes and asked. 

"So Lars what does ‘Forheldve' mean?" he asked, elongating the word in order to pronounce it right, although 
he'd heard it enough times the night before for it to be permanently burnt into his memory. Lars went white 
as a ghost. 

"It means, none of your business," he said quickly, turning on his heels, shutting the door. Kirk could hear him 
squealing at James in high tones about Kirk hearing "everything" from the hallway. Everything, that about 


covered it. 


Crappy breakfast in a crappy diner before hitting the road again. Bacon, eggs, hash browns, weak orange juice 
and god awful coffee. Cliff and Kirk opposite James and Lars in the corner booth. Cliff gripped Kirk's hand under 
the table, gave it a squeeze and smiled. 

‘Oh dude, are you guys," James said leaning in to finish his sentence in a whisper, "holding hands under the 
table?" 

"Yeah, so what," Cliff said before taking another bite of his hash brown. 

"That's so gay," Lars interjected. 

"Hey Lars," Kirk said grabbing his attention, "forheldve." 

Lars blushed bright red. 

"You heard that too? | thought you were asleep!" Cliff said turning to Kirk 

"| thought YOU were asleep," Kirk retorted. 

"What time were you awake?" 

"About 3, you?" Kirk grinned. 

"|. Holy shit, two hours! Damn James, stamina!" Cliff raised his hand for a high five. James just sat there, 
arms crossed, looking pissed off while Lars blushed redder and redder. 

"We're not high fiving stamina then, no?" Cliff said with a smirk, still leaving his hand there. James looked 
nervously around and then quickly snapped his hand up to Cliffs. Back under the table and Cliff's hand found 
Kirk's again 

"So, what did you guys get up to last night then uh?" Lars said with raised eyebrows and leering eyes. 

"Don't be filthy Lars, we read to each other from the Bible and then promptly fell asleep in separate beds," 
Cliff said trying not to laugh while stuffing more food into his face. 

"What bits?" Lars egged him on. 

"Exodus," Kirk snapped back. James was struggling but managing to keep himself from laughing. 

"You're going to hell," Lars continued. 

"All the cool people are," Cliff said with a sigh, "meet you by the lake of fire, don't be late, bring chips, the flat 
kind, not the crinkle kind. No one likes the crinkle kind" 

The four of them sat with very serious looks on their faces, all trying not to laugh. James broke first and it 
wasn't long before they were all roaring loud with laughter. 


Another town, another show, another bottle of cheap liquor, another crappy hotel room, another night not 
sleeping, another morning of Cliff smoking in the bed. No one booked two guys into a room with a double bed, it 
just wasn't on. So that meant one bed for fun, and one bed for sleep. It meant no sleeping in the wet patch. 
And sleep they would, after hours of keeping each other awake, fooling around and then talking, talking and then 
fooling around. Cliff had a lot to say, and Kirk was always eager to listen 


Sometimes they'd hit the jack pot and there'd be a B-grade horror movie on late at night. 


Some nights they'd find themselves "experimenting" - taking something that someone had given either one of 
them, and then tripping out and screwing each other. Cliff would wax lyrical about matters of philosophy while 
Kirk lay on the bed, each word painting pictures in his mind. We're all just bits of stars, Cliff would say. And 
Kirk would see his face a shining light in the dark. 


Finally they'd fall asleep, Cliff never going a night without whispering "I love you" in Kirk's ear, and Kirk never 
tired of hearing it. 


CliffandKirk KirkandCliff. One name didn't come without the other following. They were inseparable, thick as 
thieves, you couldn't have one without the other. From New York, to Arkansas, to Texas, all the way back to 
California. The tour rolled on and they continued, show to show, coast to coast. Summer in the south, long hot 


nights and blistering sticky days. Good drinking weather. 


They'd get drunk and stumble around the night, walking up dark streets. Hanging out in parks. Lying on the 
beach. This was the summer that dreams were made of. This was the summer that seemed to roll on 
forever. It was drawn out, it was long, it was never ending, and they enjoyed every single second of it. There 
would never be another summer like it, so they had to make the most of it. 


The four of them spent their days and most of their nights drunk, silly, and drifting. Place to place, show to 
show, after a while the faces all looked the same and Kirk longed for the familiar places he thought of as 
home. The bright lights, the hotel rooms, the cheap booze and road side piss stops paled in comparison to the 
feeling of lying in Cliff's room, the deep soft bed, the records they'd played and the feeling of Cliff wrapped 


around him. That was home. And though he always been so desperate to escape, now he longed for California 


Hot days gave way to crisp cool mornings. Green leaves turned yellow, red and then brown. Autumn was 
coming. Cliff peeled back the curtains of their hotel room one morning and shut the window. It was cold. Back in 
the jackets and the jeans it was then. Ripped knees let the cold in, paper thin shirts did nothing to block the 
cold. So they wore a blanket of alcohol. Whiskey warmed and vodka numbed the cold they felt deep in their 


bones. 


The album did okay, but that didn't really matter. All that mattered was the people they were bringing the 
music to. The new fans, the old fans, the people who were there only because there was nothing better to do. 
Their music whipped them into a frenzy and the atmosphere was electric. That was what mattered to them. 
And as long as that continued, then they would keep going. Night after night. Show after show. They had no 


plans on stopping. 


The shows were gig well and they were all enjoying themselves. They'd go on a ball of nerves, not knowing how 
the crowd would take them, and they'd come off sweaty, hyped up and fuelled by adrenaline. It was a rush. The 
way the crowd would get fired up by their music gave them a rush they'd never experienced before. More 
shows, more gigs, more nights, the word spread and the crowd grew. They had a following and it was building. 
Rapidly. They'd pushed the rock up the hill, they'd done the hard work and now it was rolling forward 
uncontrollably, down the other side, picking up speed as it went. More shows, more records sold, more fans, 


more buzz, more hype, a better and better vibe. 
Cliff was all about the vibe. Had to be the right vibe. Had to feel just right. 


They didn't always get a hotel room, and it wasn't always a hotel room to themselves either. There were many 


times that they got one room, James and Lars on one bed and Cliff and Kirk on the other. In the dead of the 
night, a soft whimper from Lars would permeate the silence. Everyone knew what they were up to, because 


often Kirk and Cliff would be doing the same. 


Somewhere between Oklahoma and Texas they booked into a tiny hotel. One room between the four of them. A 


bottle of Jack and a large pizza. It wasn't long before Lars and James were sleeping. 


They huddled under the blanket together, sitting cross legged on the single bed. Cliff had been reading as per 
usual. Cliff read a lot, and often, maybe that was how he knew so much on such a broad range of subjects. He 


had stuffed the book under the pillow and turned his full attention to Kirk. 


They spoke in a whisper, very aware of the sleeping bodies just metres from their bed. In hushed tones they 
went over the events of the day, smiling, giggling almost, Cliff listening to Kirk intently, the light of the torch 


making his face glow. 


Cliff hugged his long legs to his body and Kirk leaned in to kiss him gently on the cheek. 

"Promise me that we'll always be together," he whispered. 

"| can't, who knows what might happen tomorrow," Cliff whispered back. He expected to see Kirk disappointed 
but he wasn't, he was deep in thought, thinking carefully about his next words. That was Kirk, never one to 
speak too fast or be trigger happy with his words. 

"Okay, well let's promise each other that no matter what. No matter what. We will always love each other," 
Kirk said, his eyes wide and full of hope, willing Cliff to speak. 

"Okay," Cliff began, taking Kirk's small hands in his own, "I promise that | will always love you. No matter what." 


They embraced, Cliff taking Kirk into his arms. He heard the steady beat of Cliff's heart as he placed his head 
on his chest. He felt fingers in his hair and stubble against his forehead. And he knew, he meant it when he 
said always. 


In the bed next to them James rolled onto his back and started snoring. 
"Well there goes any chance of getting any sleep," Kirk whispered. 
‘ls that a problem?" Cliff said with a wink. 


Home was coming up soon. They'd be home in time for Kirk's birthday and for Chirstmas before they hit the 
road again. A few gigs in the middle, no problem. The holidays were theirs, and Kirk and Cliff planned on 
spending them together. 

"Won't your parents mind?" Kirk asked one afternoon as they strolled down the main street of yet another 
nameless town. 


"Nah," Cliff assured him, "besides, they're kind of expecting you anyway.” 


"Hunting," Cliff declared one morning as the four of them ate breakfast at noon. 
"No," Lars said, a deadpan expression, he didn't even look up from his plate. 
"Come on Lars, itll be fun," James tried. 


"No, no, and no. | hated that shit when you guys use to go with Dave, l'm not going to start going now that 


he's gone," Lars explained as he shuffled scrambled eggs onto fingers of toast. Cliff shrugged his shoulders. 
"Suit yourself man," he said accepting of the decision, "you in Kirk?" 

"| dunno, | guess, I've never been before," Kirk said with an air of uncertainty. 

itl be great, come with us you'll have fun," Cliff said with a reassuring squeeze of Kirk's hand. Kirk looked up 
at Lars across the table and noted his raised eyebrows and disapproving look as he tut-tutted under his 
breath. 

"What's with the fucking face man?" Cliff said pointing at Lars. 

"Nothing, | just think it's a stupid focking idea uh, taking your boy out to the woods to slaughter a few bunries, 
you know, for fun" 

"You don't like hunting, and thats cool, no one is forcing you to go. Maybe Kirk won't either, and that'll be cool 
too, let's just see how it goes. | mean he liked fishing so is hunting such a stretch. Seriously, are you always 
such a fucking downer?" Cliff said looking at James. 

"Yeah pretty much," he said with a smirk before ducking to get out of Lars's reach. 

"You are such a fucking asshole sometimes Hetfield," Lars said through clenched teeth. James smiled back at 
him. This just proved to piss Lars off even further. He calmly crossed his knife and fork on the plate, stood up 
and walked out. James looked at Cliff and Kirk, looked at the door, and then back at Cliff and Kirk 

| better go." 

"Oh yeah, or you'll be in big big trouble," Cliff said with a wave of his hand before reaching across the table 
and pulling the abandoned food over to himself. James reached back across the table and took back the last 
rasher of his bacon, shoved it in his mouth and went after Lars. 

"Will they be cool?" Kirk asked after James had left. 

"Oh yeah, they do this like twenty times before they even get out of bed," Cliff said his mouth half full of 


someone else's breakfast, "they'll be cool." 


Another couple of gigs and they were on their way to California, and home. Kirk was looking forward to sleeping 
in a comfortable bed without the sounds of James and Lars going at it serving as their nightly lullaby. He was 
looking forward to eating decent food and sleeping late into the afternoon For the first time in a long time he 
was looking forward to his birthday. He was looking forward to Christmas. He was looking forward to being 


home. 


They rolled into town in the early hours of the morning, just like they had the first time. They crept up the 
stairs and into Cliffs room. They relished in the silence, the wind in the trees by the window, the cool night 
hair that drifted in, the familiarity of it all as they fell into each other and the bed. Gone were the first time 
jitters and awkward nerves. They knew each now. Not a word was spoken bar the fleeting moan that escaped 
Kirk's lips. And when they were done, they collapsed into each other's arms. They were back where they 
belonged. 


In the morning they woke up and it was like they never left. Cliff still snored, and Kirk still slept with his head 
nestled on Cliff's chest. In Cliff, Kirk had found the one thing he never knew he always needed - love. 


They spent a few days together, not doing anything in particular, just enjoying being alone together. They slept 
long into the day, listened to records, jammed a bit and fooled around. On the third day, Cliff started getting 
everything together ready to go hunting and on the morning of the fourth day they made their way over to 


pick up James. 


James and Lars shuffled out of the house together, James was ready to go with a backpack slung over his 
shoulder and a nap sack in his free hand. his other hand snaked around Lars's waist who was wearing a fluffy 
white dressing gown, slippers, and was puffing away on a cigarette. Lars kissed James on the cheek. 

"Ill see you when you guys get back uh, have a good time," he said. 

"Won't be as good without you." James tried one last time but Lars wasn't convinced. 

"Nah, not my scene man," he said, "anyway, I'll miss you." 

"Hey! Lars! What the fuck are you wearing!” Cliff yelled half hanging out the driver's side window. Lars threw 
his smoke on the ground, snubbed it out with his foot, crossed his arms across his chest and yelled, "you 
guys can all go fuck yourselves," before turning on his heels and going back into the house. James shrugged 
his shoulders, threw his stuff in the van and jumped in. They were gone, they were on their way, they were 
excited, Kirk was scared. 


They arrived at the ranch and Cliff and James went about unpacking, setting everything up and getting 
everything ready to go. Cliff had gotten everything ready for Kirk. He'd done this before and he knew what he 
was doing. He was the seasoned pro and Kirk was just along for the ride. 

"You done any shooting before kid?" Cliff asked. Kirk shook his head no. Cliff assured him that it would be fine, 
he'd help him, just relax and trust him. And Kirk did trust Cliff, even if he couldn't really relax. 


Cliff squeezed Kirk's shoulders, it'd be fine, itd all be fine. 


Set up their little camp, have a few drinks and go to sleep, that was the plan. James made smores, Kirk 
thought they were disgusting, but Kirk was polite and pretended to enjoy them. They sat around the campfire 
and Cliff draped his arm around Kirk's shoulders. James sat across from them throwing twigs and dry leaves 
into the fire. 

"You alright man?" Cliff asked. James shrugged. 

"He misses Lars," Cliff said to Kirk. 

"| do not!" 

Cliff and Kirk looked at each other and rolled their eyes. 

"Well, maybe a little." 


They retired to their tents, Kirk and Cliff in one, James in the other. 
"Are you alright James, " Cliff called out, "you sure you don't want to come in here and cuddle?" 
"No Cliff, I'm fine," James yelled back, sounding a little exasperated. 


"Are you sure? Room for one more... Cliff alluded, Kirk giggled. 
"Yes Cliff, I'm sure, thankyou.. NOW GO THE FUCK TO SLEEP!" 


Chapter 8 


Kirk lay motionless. Dreamless. Restless. He tossed and turned in the nervous wait that was the night. He must 
have fallen into a deep sleep at some point, because at first light he felt strong hands on his shoulders and a 


quiet voice asking him to wake up. It was time to go. 


The morning was crisp and cool, they hugged their jackets tightly around themselves as they waited. This was 
all part of it, Cliff told him, the waiting. Cliff had given him the shooting crash course before they had left, 
the real rough basics, how to load, how to aim, how to shoot, how to cock it back, reload, it was a pretty basic 
run through but it really was all he needed to know. He didn't feel overly confident, but Cliff assured him, 


whatever he needed, he would help him. 


They lay on their bellies on the grass. It was cold, it was wet, and Kirk was not seeing the appeal of it at all. 
Above all it was boring. They did nothing, said nothing, just waited, for nothing. Or so it seemed. 


Everything happened all of a sudden. There was a few shots from James's direction first, then Cliffs, and 
finally, Kirk lined up his target and took his shot. They downed their guns onto the cold crisp grass and sprinted 
to the clearing to assess their kills. Three deer lay lifeless in the field Once again it was silent bar the wind in 
the trees and their boots on the grass. 


James and Cliff rushed in to inspect them but Kirk hung back. He looked at the deer, then at his gun, and then 
back at the deer. He hesitated, watching Cliff inspect the animals. He flinched, not wanting to go forth and face 
what he had done. 


"Come on Kirk, this one is yours," James yelled out. 
Kirk swallowed hard He felt like he was the woodsman and he'd just killed Bambi's mother. 


They had to get the deer back as quickly as possible to be gutted and skinned or the meat would go to waste, 


James told Kirk firmly, so pick up your kill and move your ass. 
Kirk was white as a ghost, his palms sweaty, his mouth dry, but he did as James told him to. 


They made their way back to their camp, put the deer in the back of Cliff's van and took them up to the 
house. A tarp came out, Cliff handed Kirk a boning knife and informed him gently that because it was Kirk's 
first time he'd show him what to do. 


A deep incision, crack the rib cage, remove this, make sure you don't puncture that, slice this, cut out that. 
‘Okay, now it's your turn," Cliff said turning back to Kirk. But Kirk wasn't there. Kirk had sunk low into the 
floor. His back to the others, head in his hands, he was slumped over in the corner. Hot tears ran down 
ghostly white cheeks as he muttered over and over "what have | done." Cliff bent down beside Kirk, reassuring 
him that it was okay, this was all just part of the process. Kirk stood up, supported by Cliff, took one look at 


the gutted beast and ran to the rail of the balcony before throwing up. 


Cliff got him some water, he cleaned his face and composed himself. 

"| don't want to do this," he said. 

"Hunting?" Cliff asked. 

"Yeah," Kirk said softly. 

"Well if you eat meat then this is what happens, whether it's at your hands or someone else's, it's part of the 
process man," Cliff informed him. Kirk thought for a moment, he knew Cliff was right. 

"Well then | won't eat meat then," Kirk said with a nod. Cliff knew he was serious. Kirk didn't say anything 
unless he truly meant it. There was a pause. This was a big deal, a big call, a big decision. It certainly wasn't 
how Cliff pictured the trip turning out. He had been hoping that this was something else that he could share 
with Kirk. It wasn't. 


Cliff took a deep breath and rubbed his forehead with the back of his hand. 

"So, you're vegetarian now then?" he sighed. 

"| guess," Kirk said with a little shrug. 

"Okay, okay, not what | expected to happen, but that's okay," Cliff assured him. 

"You're not mad then?" Kirk's voice was small and shook slightly as he spoke. 

"No, not at all," Cliff replied honestly, "I don't know why | expected you to do this, after how you reacted to 
the fish." 

"What about James, won't he be pissed?" 

"Fuck him, let me deal with him," Cliff held Kirk's shoulders and drew him in close, embracing him and 


comforting him, "I'll deal with the deer too." 


And that was it. Just when Kirk thought he had fucked it all up, Cliff fixed it all. Just when Kirk thought he 
had screwed everything up, Cliff saved the day again. That was how it was. Cliff was always there, to help, to 
mend, to fix. When Kirk felt like he was coming undone, Cliff was there to glue it all back together. Kirk was 
becoming reliant on Cliff, but that was okay, because Cliff was always reliable. After all, Cliff had promised, 


always, no matter what, he would love Kirk. 


It was over, it was done, James seemed a little ticked off but Cliff promised he'd handle it so Kirk let him. 
| thought he'd hate it, | didn't think you guys would turn him off meat for good," Lars laughed over a beer 
later that afternoon when they got back to the Metalli-Mansion. 


So Cliff and James would go hunting and Lars and Kirk would stay back, get drunk, listen to records, hang out 


and promise to miss them very very much. A good plan it seemed, and it would work. And so it was settled. 


They did a couple of shows in San Francisco, the home crowd went wild, they were glad to have their boys 
home. And it was fun to be back To listen to the crowd sing every word. To show off their achievements and 
bask in their albeit small victories. An album, a tour, they were out of the garage and taking it to the masses. 
Doing what they loved and not starving to death, sounded like a complete success to Cliff. And at the end of 
the night, when the show was done and the party had finished, they collapsed into Cliff's bed. They listened to 
the still of the night, instead of the squeaky spring symphony that was the front man and the drummer in the 


next room. They were alone, and they wanted for nothing. 


Usually it was Kirk who woke first, Cliff was slow to move in the mornings. It would almost always take a few 
goes to get Cliff to get out of bed. And you had to be right there, because unless his feet were on the floor, 
he was going back to sleep. And even once he was up, it would take a while, brush his teeth, comb his hair, 
shower, comb his hair again, lazily get dressed, at some point Kirk would shove a mug of coffee in his hands 


and inform him he had to hurry the fuck up. 


But on his birthday, Kirk woke up to find himself alone in the bed. It was late in the morning and Cliffs family 
had long since headed off to their jobs so the house was all but silent. It was a cool November morning, and 
alone in the bed Kirk felt the cold. He pulled the thick blanket around himself and considered his options, stay in 


bed or get up. He lay there for a while contemplating his options, while listening and waiting. 


It was his birthday, his twenty first birthday. A big one. A special one. And yet he really expected nothing. He 
stared at the ceiling, waiting, listening, content and comfortable, not willing to move from under the warmth of 


the blanket just yet: 

Clink clink. 

A small sound shattered the silence, and tweaked his curiosity. He waited, willing the sound again 

Clink clink. 

This time is was followed by a very familiar sound, Cliff whistling. The sound echoed, vibrated down the hall. 
Clink clink. 


Followed by more whistling. Kirk's curiosity had peaked, he found his feet and made his way down the hall 
towards the bathroom and the origin of the whistling and the - 


Clink clink. There it was again. 


He poked his head in the door of the bathroom to see Cliff, a towel wrapped around his waist, his hair casually 
tied back, half of his face lathered in shaving cream, the other clean. A razor in his hand his took it to his 
face, one long stroke and then - clink clink - on the bathroom sink as he whistled. Kirk stood and watched, Cliff 
was completely unaware of his presence. Kirk moved over to Cliff at the sink and carefully took the razor 
from his hand and tentatively moved to position it against Cliff's skin. Cliff smiled, not a hint of hesitation and 
Kirk set about finishing the job that had already been started. 


"Happy birthday," Cliff said as Kirk tapped the razor on the sink. 
"Shhh," Kirk grinned, "concentrating." 
"Sorry," Cliff said trying not to laugh. 


Kirk struggled, it was one thing to shave his own face, which admittedly he didn't have to do very often, but 
entirely different to shave someone else's, especially front on He stood behind Cliff and told him to bend down 
slightly so he could see over his shoulder in the mirror. Kirk's bare chest was up against Cliffs naked back as 
he continued to shave Cliff's face. 

| can do this myself," Cliff muttered. 

"Shh, | want to," Kirk said smiling at him in the mirror. Gently, smoothly, Kirk took his time, he washed the 
razor and handed Cliff the after shave which Cliff then splashed on his face, wincing as the alcohol burnt just 
a little. Cliff bent down a little and kissed Kirk on the forehead. 


"Thanks," he said cupping Kirk's face in his hands, “all clean now." 


Kirk smiled and Cliff dropped his hands around his waist and pulled him close. They stood wrapped in each 
other, Kirk content simply with the fact that Cliff had remembered his birthday. He caught Cliff's eye in the 
mirror and smiled. 

"What are you looking at?" Kirk asked. 


"You," Cliff said smiling back at him in the mirror as he ran a hand through Kirk's hair. 


They stood together for a few more moments before Cliff jumped back as though he had just remembered 
something. 

"Wait here," he instructed Kirk as he dashed out the door. Kirk stood awkwardly for a moment, it was kind of 
cold in the bathroom in just his boxer shorts. Cliff ran back into the room, he held his towel up with one hand 
and his other behind his back with a grin on his face that seemed ten mile wide. 

"Close your eyes," he instructed. 

Kirk closed his eyes. 

"Okay, now put your hand out in front of you," Cliff continued. 

Kirk did as he asked. 


Kirk felt Cliff place something in his hand. It was light. He could feel what he thought was paper. 
"Okay, now open your eyes," Cliff said with a nod. 


Kirk opened his eyes, looked up at Cliff beaming down at him and then looked at what was in his hand. It was 
wrapped messily, green tissue paper and a whole lot of sticky tape. Kirk knew right away that Cliff had 
wrapped it himself and that made it even more special. 

"You can open it," Cliff urged him. Kirk smiled awkwardly and gently peeled back some of the tape, ripped some 
of the tissue paper and poured out a thin silver chain and a silver cross onto his palm. His eyes lit up, a smile 
spread across his face, he loved it. 

"Do you like it?" Cliff asked hopefully. 

"Like it? | love it!" Kirk grinned. He placed the wrapping on the sink and held it up to Cliff who took it and put it 
around his neck and fastening it for him. With his hands on Kirk's shoulders he looked into his eyes and smiled. 
"Looks good on you." 

"Did you pick it?" Kirk asked. 

"Yeah, well, | mean my mom helped, I'm not good at this sort of stuff," Cliff seemed almost shy for a moment 
before Kirk planted a kiss on his cheek. 


‘It's the nicest thing anyone has ever done for me," he said, "thank you.” 


Again Cliff jumped a mile as though he remembered something. 

"We gotta go, we have places to be, big day planned kid! Big BIG day!" 

Cliff was enthusiastic and that was contagious. It wasn't long at all and they were off. Get dressed, and hit the 
road. Cliff had big things planned for Kirk's big day. Breakfast on the road, in the van and away they went. They 


were gone. 


They drove around, here, there, everywhere. It didn't matter where they went, or what they did, as long as 
they were together. Kirk bought the beer that afternoon, using his actual ID instead of the fake he'd been 
using for a few years, he got a kick out of that. They made their way to the Metalli-Mansion for a night of 
drinking and fun with the boys. They'd all get drunk and they'd get a bit silly, at some point Cliff pulled out a 
bag of grass, and the fun continued. Talk turned to living arrangements. James still couldn't believe how cool 
with everything Cliff's parents were, but still anyone who knew Cliff and his family couldn't have been all too 
surprised. 

"| don't know why you two pretend to have your own rooms anymore," Cliff said after he'd put away a few. 


"Lars has a lot of stuff, it doesn't all fit in the one," James said with a shrug. 


They ended up in one of the beds. They made out a little, fooled around a while, and then fell into a drunken 
slumber, Kirk sleeping softly in Cliff's arms. It had been the best birthday he'd ever had. 


If Kirk thought his birthday was good, it was nothing compared to Christmas with the Burtons. They were 
warm and welcoming. They brought Kirk gifts and for a moment he felt uncomfortable as he hadn't done the 
same, he was still a poor starving artist, that was until Cliff informed him that he had written Kirk's name on 
the gifts he'd bought. Cliffs mom made a traditional lunch with all the trimmings and was very accommodating 
of Kirk's decision to become a vegetarian, and he appreciated that. To be accepted for who he was and not who 
someone had decided he should be, it was an incredibly empowering feeling. Cliffs parents had a way of building 
him up, of making him feel ten foot tall. 


"You don't eat meat?" Connie teased over lunch. 

"No, not anymore," Kirk said softly and shyly. 

"And you're with my brother? You know he hunts right? And fishes." she continued. Kirk nodded. Connie 
laughed. Kirk blushed. 

"Leave him alone Connie, | think it's sweet," Jan, their mom, said. Cliff stuck his tongue out at Connie and then 
Connie kicked Cliff under the table. Ray gave them both the look and they went back to being on their best 


behaviour. 


And the end of the day they went for a drive. They threw off their shoes and walked bare foot along the 
sand. Far too cold for a swim, too cold to even dip a toe in the water, but it was too beautiful an afternoon to 
let it slip by unseen. The sand felt good under foot as they strolled along the beach, just the two of them, 
alone, hand in hand. They lay on the sand and held each other as they watched the sunset. Long lanky fingers 
wrapped around tight black curls. Cliff hummed softly as they lay together, no words passed between them, 
they weren't needed. IT was enough to be together, to hold each other, to feel the warmth of their skin 


pressed together. It was electric, just like it had been the very first time. Kirk still got butterflies in his belly 
when they touched, and he hoped that would never change. 


Kirk hoped the feeling would never fade, that it would always be as exciting and exhilarating. He hoped that it 
would never grow stale, it would never become like the same old thing. But he knew Cliff, every day with Cliff 
was different, he had a passion for life that was unlike any he had ever witnessed before. Any worries about 


things with Cliff being boring were very short lived. Nothing with Cliff would ever be dull. 


The last rays of sunlight peaked over the horizon before the cold night began to set in They embraced for a 
little while longer, still blown away that they had managed to score the whole beach to themselves. The kissed 
in the dawning moonlight. Sand everywhere. It was winter and it was cold, it wasn't long before it was too cold 


to stay out any longer and Cliff suggested it was time to head back for the night. 


They got in the van and headed back to Cliff's place. They fell into bed together. Christmas wasn't quite over 
yet. There were secret gifts still to be given behind closed doors 


The holidays had been perfect, they had a few gigs coming up in town before they were due to hit the road 
again They were talking about a second album. Cliff and Kirk both had some riffs and song ideas up their 
sleeves, they were looking forward to being more involved in the process. This was all going to happen in 


Europe. A bigger studio, a bigger budget, a big trip. And they were doing it together. 


They rang in the New Year very drunk and very stoned. On the couch at some party somewhere the clock 
struck midnight, Kirk and Cliff were wrapped around each other. They kissed like it was the first time, they 
kissed like it was the last time. Passionate, deep, all consuming. There was love between them, it moved and it 
flowed. There were no words between them because words were not sufficient. Kirk needed to show Cliff the 


depth of his love, the weight of his appreciation, the intensity of his admiration. And he did, just as 1184 began. 


Chapter 9 


He stared out along the empty beach. Two sets of footprints dotted the sand, but suddenly, he was cold and alone. 
He started running, the cool night air stung his face. Where was he? Why wasn't he there? Why couldnt he find 


him? Ciiff was always there, he was the constant in this strange and ever-changing place. So, where was he? 


Sand turned to crisp grass, suddenly he was running across a field with a gun in his hands. Still, he could not find 
him. 


"Cif fl" he called out, again and again. Hs heart raced and his lungs ached 


He called out again. And again Hs voice drowned out by the sound of shots. h the clearing he saw a deer and he 
watched it as it fell 


Kirk ran to the animal, kneeling before it, placing his hands on its now lifeless form. But it wasnt a deer. 


İt was Cliff: Grpped with fear, paralyzed, he knew, Cliff was gone. 


"Kirk! Wake up!" Someone shook him by the shoulders, snapped him out of his dream and back into reality. His 
eyes flew open and he was relieved to see his beloved He threw his arms around Cliff, engulfing him in the 


tightest hug he possibly could He was okay. They were okay. 


It was a big day. They had a lot to go over before they were getting ready to head over to Europe to record 
the new album. It was all happening for them now. Just jetting off to a foreign land to record another album, 


European tour, just another day at the office. 


But before they were to go, they had to practise. To write the songs. To make sure they were up to scratch. 
They weren't about to arrive with nothing prepared. Brush his teeth, comb his hair, have a shower, comb his 
hair again. 

"Hurry up Cliff! We're going to be late!" Kirk yelled up the stairs. 

"Just a minute, | think | have to brush my teeth, | can't remember," Cliff called down to him. Kirk pulled his 
hands from the pockets, ran up the stairs, and found Cliff in the bathroom. He grabbed Cliff's face and planted 
a big kiss right on his lips. He pulled back with a grin. 

"Minty," he said with a wink, "you've brushed your teeth. Now let's go." 


Onward, upward, forward and go go go. Into the van and down the highway they sped. Cliff drove at top speed 
bashing the steering wheel along to the Misfits. He sang, no yelled, along to the lyrics and was thrashing 
around like a mad person. Kirk liked the Misfits, but Cliff loved them. Kirk knew some of the words, but Cliff 


knew them all. 


It wasn't long before they arrived at the practise space, happy, cheery, ready to go. But something wasn't 


quite right. As soon as they got out of the car they both knew something was off. The vibe was all wrong, and 
Cliff was all about the vibe. From inside they could hear James yelling and swearing. Lars was pacing around 
outside. Cliff stopped to talk to Lars and Kirk ran inside. 

Is gone man! It's all fucking gone! Someone has stolen all our shit!" James yelled at him, eyes wide and face 
deathly white. Kirk's heart stopped. Gone? Everything? His guitars, his stack? He had scrimped, saved and 
sacrificed so much. These were his first. These were an extension of himself. He didn't have to look for 


himself, he knew James wouldn't lie about something as big as this. 

They were gone. 

James was angry, Lars was pensive, Kirk's cheeks were stained with tears. 
Cliff's reaction surprised them all. 


"What do you mean it's just stuff? Are you out of your fucking mind?! | worked my ass off to get that gear!" 
Kirk yelled, his sadness turning to anger. James, Lars and Cliff all said nothing, they were shocked to say the 
least, none of them had ever seen Kirk so angry, least of all at Cliff, and angry was an understatement. Kirk 
was fuming. If it were a cartoon steam would have shot from his ears and his face would have been boiling 
bright red. 

"lts just stuff man, we can get more, no one got hurt so it'll be fine," Cliff tried, but he saw the look on Kirk's 
face and knew he was barking up the wrong tree. 

"Are you fucking high or something? Do you have any idea what it took to get those guitars in the first place? 
That's it, we're done, we're toast," Kirk had an almost panicked look on his face. He believed what he was saying. 
He really thought that were finished. 

But Cliff knew just what to do. He knew Kirk and what he needed. 

"Hey, hey," he said putting his arm around Kirk's sunken shoulders, "it'll be okay, we'll ask around, we'll find 
some stuff, we'll borrow, we'll save up and get more, and we've got a little left from the tour. It'll be fine." 
Kirk went to shrug Cliff away but he stood firm, he wasn't letting Kirk go. 

"How do you know itll be fine? What if it's not?" Kirk said, still annoyed, still pretty pissed off. 

"Well | don't know, but fuck we're not just going to lay down and die." 

Kirk relaxed under Cliff's arm, and wrapped his own arms around Cliff's waist and cuddled into him. He felt the 
sting of tears in his eyes again and he buried his head in Cliff's chest so the others wouldn't see. 

| worked for hours for those fucking guitars," he said, his voice muffled by Cliffs Misfits shirt. 

"I know kid," he replied lovingly, running a free hand through Kirk's curls. 

"Hours and hours of flipping burgers for some fucking scumbag to just take it." 

Cliff felt his shirt wet under Kirk's face as tears poured down his cheeks. He looked up to see James and Lars 


leaving the room. Footsteps, door closed and then someone kick something and James yelling "goddamn fucking 


son of a mother fucking bitch!" at the top of his lungs. 


With the others gone Kirk let go and howled into Cliff's chest, his breathing hiccupped and his eyes stung as he 
grabbed Cliff's shirt and pulled it tight in his fists. It wasn’t just stuff to him, they weren't just things, to Kirk 
they represented hours upon hours and days upon days of hard work and struggle to reach a goal, a dream. 


To Kirk they WERE the physical manifestation of that dream. They were stolen, the dream was stolen. How can 


you be a guitarist without a guitar? How can you be a musician if you can't play your music? To Kirk it 


seemed the dream was over, they were over, and rebuilding that didn't seem possible. 


But he felt comforted by Cliff. Cliff said it would be alright, so it must be. He was a straight shooter, he 
never said anything unless he really meant it. Kirk felt the physical strength leave his body as he leant into 
Cliff. Slowly, slowly, they slid down the wall until Cliff was sitting against it and Kirk had folded into his arms 
completely. 


"We'll get through it kid, no one's cut off our hands, we still know the songs, we'll do more, sell more, sure it 
sucks but fuck, we'll beg, borrow and steal until we can get our own and we'll buy," Cliff explained gently. Kirk 
nodded, still crying into Cliff's chest. He needed to, and so Cliff let him. Cliff was there, whatever he needed, 
whenever he needed it, Cliff was always there. Kirk's anger slipped away, he dried his eyes, and smiled softly at 
Cliff. 

"What would | do without you?" 

"You'd figure it out, you'd manage it, you'd be fine," Cliff believed in Kirk, even when Kirk didn't believe in 


himself. 


And they were okay, they bought, they borrowed, they acquired, they wrote Fade to Black about the whole 


experience. The day came. IT was time to go. 


They got a ride and Cliff snored against the window. Midday and he still couldn't force himself awake just yet. 
Kirk watched the highway, they were off, like shooting stars across the sky, they were going. It was like a 


dream. 


They arrived, checked in their baggage and hung out at the cafe. Waiting. They drank soda and ate cake. Lars 
dignified with a fork, James and Cliff trying to gross each other out, while Kirk tried oh so very hard not to 
laugh. 


Their flight was called and they abandoned their food, heading for the plane and ready to go go go. Kirk was 
nervous, Cliff was reassuring. Kirk sat by the window and Cliff sat beside him. The hostess gave them the look 
when she caught a glimpse of Cliffs hand in Kirk's, but neither of them really cared. This had nothing to do 
with her. This was their journey. 


Cliff slept on Kirk's shoulder, he always seemed to need more sleep than most people. Kirk watched the night 
sky trough the open window. They were racing through the stars, they were a part of it all, down below as 

the world slept, they were onward, upward, forward and go go go. The stars. They were the stars. Just like 

Cliff said they would be. 


An in-flight meal, a thousand magazines, a card game or two, James and Lars disappeared at one point, to join 
the mile high club no doubt, and pretty soon the captain was calling them to their seats, ready to land. 
Another leg of the journey was just about to begin. A bumpy landing, a boring wait, the doors opened and they 
were strangers in a foreign land. Kirk was nervous, Kirk was shy, but he was okay, because Kirk had Cliff. 


They kicked it off with a couple show, just one, to get the feel for the European crowd. And it was amazing. 
They played with Venom which was an absolute dream come true for them. They partied hard and had a great 
time. Their stay in Switzerland didn't last and as soon as they had arrived they were on their way to Denmark 
and to Copenhagen The new album was going to be recorded there, Johnny Z had set them up with a deal. It 
was all happening. 


Lars and James were really busy, Lars was determined to show James off to everyone, James had to meet all 
his friends, all his family. So for the most part, in the first few days of their stay in the city, Cliff and Kirk 


were alone. Lovers in a distant land. 


They drank beer with a blanket over their legs in a bar in Nyhavn. They took in art and culture in the various 
museums. They strolled over crisp white snow in the botanical gardens. Cliff had heard of the statue of the 
Little Mermaid and was determined to find it, so they chased their tails around the city for a day the cold 
biting at their heels and cutting through heavy jackets, until they found it. And it was beautiful. Snow fell, the 
days were short, and they found warmth in each other in the small hours. The language was a hurdle, but 
they made their way. They hired bicycles and found themselves riding here, there and everywhere. It was all 


very European 


Cliff's birthday came one cold morning. It was so cold neither of them wanted to get out of bed. They lay 
together, Kirk kissed Cliff's bare chest as Cliff stroked his hair. Kirk stretched, Cliff yawned, a light snow fell 
outside and a little morning light poked in through the window. They kissed softly, Cliff rolled onto Kirk and Kirk 
arched his back, leaning into him. Hands found amber waves, their eyes met, Cliff planted messy kisses up and 
down Kirk's neck. They both breathed deeply and buckled into each other. Kirk watched Cliff, their eyes met, he 
followed his lead, they knew each other better than they knew themselves. Hands felt and touched, Kirk and 
Cliff moved and touched together. Kirk breathed deep, the cool crisp air stung his nostrils slightly. The silk 
sheets felt slick with their sweat. 


Kirk's gaze was fixated on Cliff. The room now bathed in white morning light. Not a word was said, not a 


sentence uttered, things were getting hot and Cliff moved towards Kirk. He was over him, on top of him. 
His leg was cramping in the cold. 


"Fuck fuck fuck!" Cliff yelped, rolling onto his back holding onto his upper thigh. He writhed around in pain, the 
wind knocked out of his sails, waiting for the muscle to relax again and the pain to subside. And it did. 


Now they were just naked and cold. They hugged the blanket around themselves. 

"You okay?" Kirk asked. 

"Yeah, | am now," Cliff said hugging Kirk close and tight. Kirk let his hands creep up Cliff's naked body once 
more before resting them gently on his shoulders. 

Its your birthday," he said with a smile. 

"So it is," Cliff smiled back. 

"Happy birthday." 

“Thanks kid." 


They kissed again before finishing what they had started. When they were done and both content, Kirk took a 


shower and Cliff had a smoke in bed. It was the same as it had been at home, just a lot colder. 


They went and saw an early movie. A Danish horror movie. They didn't quite catch the title, or the plot, or 
understand what anyone was saying, but the fake blood was fun and Kirk blew Cliff in the back row. Kirk 
bought dinner and then they met up with James and Lars for a few beers. It was a good birthday. 


Reunited with James and Lars, the next week was a drunken blur. They drank to excess, Cliff scored some 
pretty good weed from some guy, and it was back to passing out, blacking out, hang overs, experiments, and 
waking to Lars yelling out in Danish while the bed head smashed against the adjoining wall between their rooms. 


They did practise, every afternoon, in between the recovery and getting drunk again 


At some point the jamming and the practising stopped. They headed into the studio and put down the tracks 
that would become Ride the Lightning. It was a good album, they were all very proud of it, and they celebrated 
by getting rather intoxicated, 


They were enjoying their time abroad, it was time to cross the channel and do two shows in England before 
heading home. As much as they were enjoying travelling, exploring new places and experiencing new things, 


there was comfort surrounding the idea of heading home and they were all quietly looking forward to it. 


Lars had of course been to Britain before, many times, and had told them all about it. They were going to 
drink warm beer, they were going to going to eat strange foods, they were going to see Big Ben and the river 
Thames. They were going to the birth place of heavy metal. Black Sabbath were from England! Iron Maiden 
were from England! Deep Purple were from England! This was exciting! It was like they were on a pilgrimage 


back to sacred grounds. 


Lars was determined to add to his record collection, James was keen to get drunk, Cliff and Kirk were eager to 


explore and discover new places together. 


Down alley ways and across cobble stones, Cliff and Kirk discovered London together. They played two incredible 
shows and spent just over a week getting to know merry old England They both loved it, and they were 
determined that they would come back again. 


On the plane home they both slept. Cliff with his head on Kirk's shoulder and Kirk with his face pressed against 
the window. They were going home tired. They were looking forward to a rest, some time to recover, and for 


their new record to drop. 


James and Lars took care of the business side of things. Cliff and Kirk trusted their judgement and as long as 
they were kept in the loop, they were happy to go along with whatever was happening. What mattered to 


them, was that they were home just in time for summer. 


Summer in California, was there anything better? Girls in string bikinis and guys with sun kissed skin dotted 
the beach along with colourful towels and big beach umbrellas. Kirk and Cliff would dip their toes in the water 


and chase each other up the beach. 


Hot summer days were spent in Cliff's van driving from place to place, from the Valley to the beach, up the 
bay, beach to beach, if they had the gas, they'd go. The van would splutter, shake, groan and lurch forward as 
Cliff grinded through the gears. Sometimes it would stop and Cliff would jump out, get underneath it and 
reconnect this or that before jumping back in and they'd be on their way. Once when stopped at a set of lights 
he waved at Kirk before handing him the keys that he'd just taken out of the ignition, the motor still chugged 
along, it didn't skip a beat, and when the light turned green, they scooted down the road, Kirk in the passenger 
seat with the keys in his hot little hand. 

"That car," Kirk would say, "is a pile of junk!" 

"| know,” Cliff would grin, "but | like it." 


They'd hang out with James and Lars quite a bit. And some of Cliff's other friends too. Sometimes they were 
content just the two of them. Some days they'd go out, some days they'd hang out at Cliff's place. This was 


their time, they were young, wild and free. 
Get ready to tour again, Lars would say, get ready to go back to Europe. Big plans were in motion 


James and Cliff went hunting and Kirk spent the evening with Lars. They ate junk, drank beer, listened to 
records and talked shit. Lars fell asleep on the couch, Kirk fell asleep on the floor. They woke up feeling seedy 
realizing the James and Cliff usually looked after them in that state and they were truly hopeless without 


them. So they moped around the house until their boys came home. 


Cliff had a great memory for dates. He knew what was important and he knew what had meaning. He took Kirk 
out to dinner on what he said was their first anniversary. He took Kirk to the movies on what was the 
anniversary of their first kiss. And they listened to John Lennon in his room on the anniversary of the night 
he took Kirk home. Cliff was sentimental, he made Kirk feel like he was the only person in the world. And Kirk 
had never been made to feel so important before in his life. There was something about Cliff, he just knew 
exactly what Kirk needed. Cliff thought the world of Kirk, he believed in him. 

"You're gonna go far kid," he would say, "up and up and up until you hit the stars." 


Cliff believed in Kirk. He wanted him to have everything he could ever want. He would have given Kirk the 
world, if only he could 


They talked, they listened, they were so wrapped in each other and when they were together nothing was 
more important. When Kirk spoke, nothing else mattered to Cliff. When Cliff spoke, no word ever uttered to Kirk 


were ever truer. 
Meant to be kid, Cliff would say. Meant to be. 


The road beckoned. It was time to get ready to go. Ride the Lightning was doing quite well and people wanted to 
hear it. They packed, back to living out of suitcases again Bell bottoms, denim jacket, band shirts, cow boys hat 
for Cliff. Tight jeans, leather jacket, black singlets, sneakers for Kirk. They were different, they complimented 


each other. Black curls, red waves. 

They were picked up from Cliff's place and off they went, they chatted with a nervous energy. They were 
eager and ready to go. Holland, that's where they were beginning this time. Cliff had heard great things about 
Holland. Another trip to the air port, another plane ride, Cliff slept on Kirk's shoulder. 


It was exciting, it was different, a whole new country to explore. Together. 


Chapter I0 


Bits of stars, thats all we are. You, me, us. Bits of stars, thats all we ever were. 


In his dreams Kirk heard his voice, snippets of conversations long passed, he woke and saw his face. Dozing 
quietly next to him. Softly, sweetly, snoring like a freight train Kirk had grown use to the snoring, the sound 
was almost soothing to him. In some ways, the sound of Cliff snoring through the night helped Kirk sleep, it 
reassured him that he was still right there. 


They were in Holland. The land of tulips, windmills, funny wooden shoes, canals. 
"And hallucinogenic drugs!" Cliff said with a grin as they walked up an Amsterdam street. Cliff dipped his 
cowboy hat to a random couple and they ducked into a cafe for what Cliff assured Kirk was going to be a 


very fun afternoon 


And Cliffs was not giving Kirk false promises. They ate hash brownies, dropped acid and went on a wild trip 
without leaving the room. At some point James and Lars joined them. James was drunk and Lars was totally 
out of it. The smoked weed, they smoked cigarettes, they mused about how cafes in the States should be just 
like that. They looked at each other big eyes and spoke slow, drawn out sentences. Lars reverted to Danish at 


some point, no one noticed much difference. 


Music, art, culture, movies, politics, religion, sex - nothing was taboo or off topic. And it turned out that Lars 
was into some pretty kinky shit. 

"So you guys?" Cliff alluded. 

"That's right," Lars affirmed. 

"Interesting," Cliff nodded. 

"No! God no!" Kirk practically jumped out of his seat. 

"Maybe tonight is the night then?" Cliff said with a wink, all the colour went from Kirk's face and Cliff roared 
with laughter. He took Kirk's hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. Kirk laughed and buried his face in Cliff's hair. 


James was completely oblivious. 


Holland one day, Germany the next, and the back to Holland again. Lots of time on the road, lots of time in the 
tour bus. They'd go to bed in separate bunks and end up squished in together in Cliff's like sardines in a teeny 
tiny little tin. They'd lay awake talking in soft whispers until James would yell "WILL YOU TWO SHUT UPI" and 
they'd giggle and fall asleep. 


They jetted back home, meetings with potential management, Ride the Lightning was rereleased. They were 
busy. They had way too much going on And yet they still found quiet moments to just be together. 


The California summer turned to Autumn. Once again there were red leaves on the trees and jackets were 
called for. The days were for hanging out, jamming, Cliff was diligent with his practise routine, this encouraged 
Kirk to be too. And he improved greatly under his influence. 


There were people to visit, parties to attend, records to listen to. Drink this, smoke that, fall in a heap, start 
again. 
"Get ready to go," Lars told them one afternoon over beers, "we're going back to Europe, we're going to France 


this time." 
Cliff looked at the dates and smiled. Paris in November. Paris for Kirk's birthday. 


They spent the morning walking down unfamiliar streets, surrounded by people it was as if they were the only 
people in the world who mattered. They ate fine french pastry, they watched street performers and admired 
the work of street artists, they drank wine with their lunch and moved on to beer once they were joined by 


James and Lars. 


Cliff wanted to do it all, see it all, to fit it all in and get it all done. Cliff was the ultimate tourist: 
"What if we're never here again?" he'd say, "what if we never have another chance to do these things or see 
these places? That's why we gotta do it all, and we gotta do it now!" 


They sat down at the edge of a fountain, to take it all in and to rest their feet a minute. They'd been running 
about the place all day long. 

"You thought | forgot, didn't you?" Cliff said. Kirk blushed. Cliff reached into his jacket and fished out a small 
parcel wrapped in brown paper. He handed it to Kirk and smiled. 

"Happy birthday kid" 

"You didn't have to-" Kirk started, Cliff shook his head. 

"| know, it's nothing big." 

Kirk opened it to reveal a new leather wallet: 

"I noticed yours was pretty much fucked," Cliff said with a laugh. It was perfect, it was just what Kirk needed. 
Cliff always noticed these sorts of things. He always knew just what Kirk needed. 


They played a killer set, they played an awesome show. They got very drunk and found themselves back in the 
hotel. Kirk went to go into their hotel room but Cliff took him by the hand and led him up the hall. They stood 
on a little balcony the city at their feet, the stars above them. City lights twinkled like fairy lights, the Eiffel 
Tower stood tall and proud. It was beautiful. Cliff wrapped his arms around Kirk and planted soft kisses on his 


neck. 
The night belonged to them. 


Kirk squealed with delight as they fell into the bed, nimble hands found all the right places as they kissed. The 
smell of sweat hung in the air. Cliffs lips tasted salty and Kirk's tasted of beer. Their clothes came off quickly 


and soon they were a hot, sweaty mess of lanky limbs and ringlet curls. 


Cliff was an intuitive person and an attentive lover. He knew what to do and say to get the best out of Kirk. 

Where Kirk would become shy and self-conscious, Cliff would gently guide him back to where they needed to 
be. And yet Kirk never felt pressured and he never felt forced. They complimented each other perfectly. Kirk 
felt safe, comforted and he felt as though he was in loving hands. 


Cliff was over Kirk, softly stroking his cheek as he gently entered him. He held Kirk's gaze. He kissed him 
sweetly. Kirk breathed deeper as Cliff moved. Kirk was hard pressed up against Cliff and without missing a 
beat, Cliff pressed Kirk's erection with the palm of his hand, the pressure heightening the sensation. Kirk went 
to look away, Cliff caught him and drew his eyes back to his own Kirk pulsed under Cliff's hand. Cliff gripped 
and ran his thumb along and over. Kirk felt as though he were about to explode. Cliff leant in closer, so close 
that his lips gently brushed Kirk's ear. 

"Kirk," Cliff whispered in his ear. 

"Uh," Kirk could barely manage a response. 

"| love you." 

He lost control. His body tensed and came over Cliff's hand, his stomach and himself. Another couple of 
movements, barely half a minute and Cliff had done the same, all over Kirk's leg and the sheets. They fell into 
each other's arms, not a care in the world. They were done. They were tired. They were spent. They were 


together. Cliff's head on Kirk's chest as he breathed heavy. A perfect end to another perfect day. 


Italy, Switzerland, Germany, Denmark, Sweden, Finland, England. They hopped from place to place, 4 yanks in a 
beat up old tour bus. They welcomed winter in Germany with big big mugs of the finest cheapest beer they 
could manage. They tripped balls in Amsterdam on the heaviest headiest drugs Cliff could acquire. In 
Copenhagen, in Stockholm, in Hellsinki and in London. They were Kings amongst men, gods amongst mere mortals, 
Kirk grinned like the cat who got the cream as Cliff pushed onward, upward, forward and go go go. No rest for 
the wicked, every day a different show, a new crowd, a new opportunity for bigger and better things. 


And every night was an opportunity for Cliff to tell Kirk just how great he thought he was. He had killed it, 
nailed it, everyone had their eyes on him, no one else was quite as good as Kirk, Cliff would tell him. It lifted 


him, drove him to get better and better. 


It was right in the middle of a gig, right in the middle of Creeping Death. Kirk was playing his solo, he was right 
into it, he was in the zone. Sweat beaded on his brow and his mouth hung open as he was deep in the music 
and focused on exactly what he was doing. Cliff, from the other side of the stage, looked over and he saw Kirk 
The same way he always had. For a moment he forgot what he was playing, and just stood there, watching. But 
a heavy handed jab to the ribs from James got him going again. Kirk looked over as he switched from the solo 
back to the riff, and saw Cliff, goofy grin just for him. Almost two years had passed, and it was just like the 
very first day. 


They were becoming old hands at touring, Europe was their playground and they were beginning to know the 
streets as if it were home. But it wasn't. And some time at home was sounding more and more like a dream 
come true. Nor more being cramped in the bus overnight, no more living out of their suitcases, a break from 
the booze and the chest-beating manly competition that was life on the road. Kirk longed for quiet nights, alone 
with Cliff, listening to records and then sleeping long into the next day. Even if it were only for a short time. 


Because he knew there was no rest for the wicked. It wouldn't be long before they were on the road again 


I985 began with Kirk and Cliff loaded and lips locked on the grass in front of a bonfire at some party at 
someone's house. They both heard a roar of HAPPY NEW YEAR! And Cliff laughed, they'd missed it yet again 


"Get ready to go boys," Lars said over a plate of scrambled eggs and toast fingers, "we're going again 
"Europe?" Kirk asked as he picked at his bircher muesli. 

"Eventually, but we gotta do some shows here first," James interjected. A state-side tour would keep the 
American fans happy. 

"And Canadal" Lars piped up. 


The American crowd was very receptive, these were their boys and they were welcomed back with open arms. 
They started off in Massachusetts but it wasn't long before they found themselves in New York. Back to 
where it had all begun for them. Their feet found familiar streets, they found themselves trekking the same 
paths, the sights still the same, the cold right air felt the same. But they walked with confidence and the 
nerves that had hung over them were no more. This was their place, their town, this was where it had all 


kicked off for them. 


They found themselves kissing in the same movie theatre, an air of nostalgia hung over them. Cliffs arms 


around Kirk and holding him close. It was perfection 
But it was only 2 days. And they were in Canada. 


Another place they'd never been, another new land waiting to be explored Montreal, Quebec, Ottawa, Toronto. 
Place to place, show to show, they flew down the highway. They were released like a bullet from a gun, 
speeding towards their target at breakneck speed. Go go go. There was certainly no rest for them. 


Cliff was great with the fans, he'd stop and talk, sign things for them, he was never one to think he was 
better than anyone else. He was just a guy, doing what he loved, and sharing that with people who loved what 
he did. Kirk was a little shy still, but he had Cliff with him to build him up when he found himself floundering. 


Cliff was strong when Kirk felt weak. He needed Cliff, to keep him going. On the road, in the hotels, the beer, 
the blood and the breakneck pace at which they flew, Kirk didn't know how he'd cope with it all without his 
Cliff. 


The tour rolled on, back State-side the mid-west, the south, the capitol, and back home in time for summer. 
They didn't always stay in hotels or sleep on the bus. Sometimes they'd stay with friends of Cliff's. Cliff had 
friends everywhere, and if he didn't know anyone there yet, he would have made friends by the end of the 
day. He was just a genuine, very likable kind of guy. In Los Angeles they stayed at Ron McGoveney's house, 
though a little awkward at first he was a pretty decent guy and everyone got along just fine. 


And they were home, in time for Easter, in time for Spring to give way to Summer. Just in time to give 


themselves some space before they all went crazy. 


One morning Kirk woke up to find himself alone in the bed. Kirk got out of bed, he made his way out to the 
living room to spot Cliff walking in the door, cowboy hat on his head, denim jacket and something in a brown 
paper bag. He had a big smile on his face. Something had got him in a good mood. Cliff grabbed Kirk by the 


hand and ran him up the stairs to his room. He instructed Kirk to get dressed, they were going out. Right 
away. No time to delay. 


Down the highway they sped, Cliff, Kirk and whatever was in the paper bag. Cliff's foot to the floor, thrashing 
away to his Misfits tape, a smile on his face wide enough to engulf the Golden Gate Bridge. 


He threw open the doors of the Metalli-Mansion, pulled Lars and James out of bed and into the living room. He 
was being strange, sneaky even and Kirk was suspicious. He stood with his backs to them, hovering over the 
record player, he put something on and dropped the needle. A few notes on piano, followed by bass and then a 
screaching guitar played at impossible speed. A sour look on James's face and he demanded Cliff hand over the 
jacket. 


Megadeth - Killing Is My Business. 
James handed it to Lars who turned it over to read the track listing. 


"THE MECHANIX!" Lars hit the roof. 


Kirk sat awkwardly as Cliff listened to it. It was raw, it was fast, it was explosive energy, it was Dave. And Cliff 
really didn't give a fuck what the others thought of it. He thought it was great. Despite what may or may not 
have gone down between them, he still respected him as a musician. He still was keen to hear what he was 


going to put out. Cliff knew Dave, he knew he had the drive and determination to succeed. And he would. 


James and Lars listened a while. Kirk thought it was okay, but he couldn't shake the feeling that he was 
listening to the competition. Cliff loved it. He'd have to give Dave a call, though tracking that maniac down was 
hard at the best of times. He was a leaf in a breeze, no fixed address, no known location. But Cliff would tell 


him, when he saw him, their paths were bound to cross again. 


1985 rolled on like a train down a track. More of the same, more hot summer nights and cool breezes by the 
bay. More staying up all night and more sleeping in all day. More practising, more jamming, more guitar, more 
bass. 


"I think we'll head back over to England in the fall,” Cliff said with a wink, “it really is getting rather dull around 
here." 


"Oh if you insist," Kirk replied flinging his arms around Cliff's neck, "if only to make you happy." 


The same routine, the same old thing, yet they never grew tired of the moments spent together. Kirk felt as 
though he could live the same day over and over with Cliff and he'd be the happiest man in the world. The 
love between them never faded, never flickered, never waned. The bond between them never strained, through 


it all, they stood firm together. 


England and home again More shows state side. There truly was no rest for them, because as soon as they 
got going, they were gone. Show to show, coast to coast, city To city, night to night, they drew big crowds and 


packed out venues. Punters knew the words and they sung loudly. 


"They loved us!" Kirk shrieked backstage. Cliff had no words, he kissed him hard up against the wall. Oblivious to 
any who watched, he was unabashed and unashamed. If he couldn't do it on stage he wasn't very well going to 
wait until they got somewhere secret and out of the way. Kirk was his, and if he wanted to kiss him then he 


was damn well going to kiss him. 


Kirk was really gaining his confidence and coming out of his shell. He wasn't that shy little kid from California 
any more, he was the lead guitarist in what was becoming a pretty successful heavy metal act. And when 
confidence failed, as it sometimes did, he just turned a little and there Cliff was. Ready and willing, waiting and 


able. 


A new album, that was the ticket. Back to Denmark to record again. Master of Puppets would be their best 
album yet and Kirk and Cliff were keen to contribute and eager to leave their mark on the record. And they 
did. Each song was bigger and more epic than the last. Master of Puppets was a song, it was a sonata, dripping 
in the classical influences of Cliffs formal musical training. Their time in Denmark was broken up with shows in 
England and the Day on the Green. But mostly, in between recording sessions, Kirk and Cliff had each other. In a 
strange land that was feeling more and more like a second home. They picked up a little of the language, 
explored streets that were becoming known to them, hired bikes and road down cobble stones, passed colourful 
water front buildings and tiny bars. They'd sleep late into the afternoon, waking in each other's arms and 
holding each other's gaze. Cliff had eyes for no one but Kirk, and Kirk had eyes for no one but Cliff. Two and a 
half years since their very first kiss, they still kissed like it was the first time and they kissed like it was 
going to be their last. 


One morning Cliff woke up and snapped the windows shut, winter had come. They celebrated Christmas the 
four of them. They didn't excharge gifts, instead they all put in for beer and Cliff scored them some weed off 
some guy. They got drunk, they got stoned, Lars ambushed James under the mistletoe. Master of Puppets was 
finished. It was a master piece of metal and they celebrated by getting incredibly intoxicated. 


Back in California for New Years Eve. It was going to be a big one. They were going to ring in ‘Bb with a big gig. 
"Metallica," Lars read off a flyer as they stood outside Cliff's house. 

"Metal Church," he continued. Kirk nodded. 

"Exodus," that sounded good, Kirk missed those guys and was keen to hang out. 


"And Megadeth." 


Kirk swallowed hard. Cliff pulled him in close, sensing his nerves. 


Ill be cool kid, you'll be cool,” Cliff tried to reassure him. But Kirk wasn't convinced. 


Chapter Il 


Kirk heard him before he saw him. Loud booming laugh, gruff voice cussing loudly with a thick Southern 
California accent. Long, red, messy curls, black leather jacket with long tassels off the sleeves, tight ripped 
jeans, bullet belt, white high tops, he trussed his hair with his hands and snarled at no one in particular. Upper 


lip curled, hazel eyes piercing and examining. 


Cliff was spotted by Dave, being the tallest of the group he wasn't hard to miss, and made his way over to 
them. Kirk nervously played with the zipper on his jacket as Dave and his rent a crowd approached. His mouth 
was dry, his palms were sweaty, all he wanted was To just disappear into the night. But, there he stood before 
them. Wide toothy grin he slapped Cliff on the back. He stunk of alcohol and his eyes were glazed over. But he 
was lucid and he was in control. 


"Hey fuckers!" he yelled, James and Lars both rolled their eyes. Some things never changed. 


Dave walked about the place with chest puffed up and a "come get some" look on his face. He radiated pure 
testosterone and oozed masculine confidence. Kirk felt invisible sitting in the dressing room with them as Dave 
regaled Cliff with stories from the road. Every story was pretty much the same, get high, play a show, fuck a 
girl or two or more, drink, snort, blow, sniff, take, fuck, wash, rinse, repeat the next night. Life on the road 
with Dave sounded like one hell of a wild trip and Cliff listened to Dave animatedly tell his tales. Kirk found 
them dull, boring, he sat with his head balanced on his hand as his mind drifted to anywhere else. He watched 
Cliff eyes wide and full of wonder as he listened to Dave's bullshit stories. And it made him feel terrible that 
Cliff could give this guy that sort of attention. 


Just as Kirk was beginning to feel the lowest he had ever felt while in Cliff's presence, a familiar hand fell on 
his knee and he heard the words. 
"3 years almost, never been better." 


And he smiled, he beamed, Cliff did care. 


"Ahh well, good for you," Dave said, his words dripping with insincerity, "anyway, do you guys wanna do some 


blow?" 


Cliff dropped acid, Dave snorted a seemingly endless line of coke, and Kirk watched with his beer as they both 
tripped out and Dave went a bit nuts. At some point another joined them. Junior he called himself. The bassist. 
Kirk and Junior chatted about this and that, music, touring, beer, small talk Kirk couldn't help but think that 
Junior was very pretty, almost like a girl. And he couldn't help but notice how shy he would get when Dave's 
name was mentioned, or when Dave spoke to him, was he, blushing? Someone called for them, he was up, he 
was gone, Kirk was relieved. They watched from the side stage, and it wasn't half bad. It was fast, it was dirty, 


it was raw, it was Dave. 


“There's their way of playing it, and there's our way," Dave sneered before ripping into The Mechanix, Kirk 
looked to his left to see Lars utterly seething with rage. 


When Megadeth was done, Metallica were warming up and getting ready to go. But this wasn't going to be a 
normal show, this was a pissing contest. Lars was determined to show up Dave, and that meant Kirk had to 


work. Hard. 


And he did. He poured every ounce of energy he had into his performance. His solos were flawless, he didn't 
drop a note or skip a single beat. He came in on time, every time. There was no room for error, so he didn't 
make a single mistake. Kirk felt big, bad and bulletproof. He was ready to brag. But Dave had already left the 
building. What a relief. What a disappointment. 


Still when the clock struck midnight, they were in each other's arms. Cliff was fucked off his face, Kirk was 

drunk off his ass. In the dressing room, behind Kirk's stack and a bunch of guitar cases, there was no telling 
where Kirk ended and Cliff began. They were a hot, sweaty mess of tangled arms and legs. And as the crowd 
yelled HAPPY NEW YEAR! Cliff cursed to no one, they'd missed it again 


They hadn't even sat down before Lars excitedly began divulging the huge plans that were in place for 
Metallica in 1986. 

"One name," he began as Kirk sat down and Cliff handed him a menu, "Ozzy Focking Osbourne!" 

"No!" Cliff exclaimed, Kirk said nothing. Kirk looked to James who just nodded at him. Kirk grinned wide, James 
wouldn't lie about this sort of thing. Cliff was speechless, he said absolutely nothing, he looked at Kirk and then 
at the others, a soft breeze could have knocked him down. 

"Are you boys ready to order?" a waitress broke the silence. 

"Hold on," Cliff muttered before turning his attention to Lars, "Ozzy Osbourne?" 

Kirk knew Cliff well enough to just order for him, he got it right, he knew what Cliff wanted. 


On Cliff's birthday they went for a long drive, Kirk fell asleep, and he woke up to ice and snow. Canada. They 
were in Canada. He must have been asleep for a very long time. Camping, the two of them, in the back of 
Cliff's van. Very drunk, Cliff figured they'd give sex in the snow a try. It was a terrible idea And they dived 
back in the van freezing cold and shivering. Dressed, warmed, Kirk pulled a package from behind a case of beer 
and handed it to Cliff. It was neatly and carefully wrapped. Cliff's named written in neat letters on a small card. 
Cliff gently unwrapped it, noting the care in which it had been wrapped. 


Two Dungeons and Dragons rulebooks wrapped in something very familiar. His bell bottoms. 


"Take a closer look," Kirk said, Cliff looked confused. He inspected them for a minute before nodding and laughing. 
"You sewed up the holes in the knees," he said placing them down and wrapping his arms around Kirk. 

"Well you were so cold last winter and | knew you weren't going to give them up," Kirk explained. Cliff kissed his 
forehead and thanked him. It was perfect. Cliff reached into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out something 
and handed it to Kirk. It was a photo of the two of them from their time in Denmark recording the album. 
"What's this for?" Kirk asked. 

| dunno, thought you might like it," Cliff said with an honest shrug. Kirk fished his wallet out of his pocket and 
immediately placed it in there. 

"There," he said, "now you will be with me always." 


"24 today," Cliff shouted, "fuck | am old!" 


Master of Puppets came out less than a fortnight later. The last days of winter were coming to an end, and in 


the March, it was all happening. 


He was a legend, he was a star, he was a rock god. They had listened to his music for years, yearned to be 
like him, dreamt of meeting him. Butterflies took hold in Kirk's stomach as nerves bubbled over. Cliff was 


nervous too. So was Lars. And so was James. 


He entered the room and they all went silent. He introduced himself, though it wasn’t needed, and Cliff squeaked 


a small "hello." 
Ozzy Fucking Osbourne. 


Alcohol. Drugs. Sex. It was all on tap backstage. And though the engaged in the first two. They weren't taking 
what was on offer from the last. At one point Kirk and Cliff sat talking backstage, Kirk felt Cliff's hand on his 


knee, he looked up and saw Ozzy look back at him, smile, and walk away. He knew. Everyone knew. 


CliffandKirk KirkandCliff. Their names were touching, because after almost 3 years, they were still always 
touching. 


It wasn't a quick tour, and it wasn't long before Ozzy was less of a looming figure and more like an older 
brother. He looked out for them, looked after them, and they were having the time of their lives. And they 
were making a name for themselves alright, Alcoholica they were called. They were wild, they were loud, they 


were drunk. Very drunk. Most of the time. 


Back in New York they found a sober moment to walk, to talk, and to check out a little hole in the wall comic 
book shop. 

"Look," said Kirk grabbing Cliff by the arm and pulling him close, "look it's an original Astro Boy. Not in the box 
but still in really good condition!" 

He looked up at the figurine on the shelf with wide eyes and boy-like wonderment. To Cliff it looked like nothing 
special, just a toy, but that look on Kirk's face told him it was everything. 

"Astro Boy, is that like a show or something?" 

Kirk grinned wide, not taking his eyes from it. 

"Or something." 

"And this is like, special, or something?" Cliff continued his line of questioning. Kirk nodded. He was fixated, 
captivated, his spidery fingers wiggled along Cliff's long arm. 

"Then buy it," Cliff said softly. 

This got Kirk's attention, he snapped his view from the toy and turned to Cliff. He looked at him confused, 
bewildered, as if he hadn't quite caught what Cliff had said to him. 

"Go on, just buy it," Cliff urged him again. 


Kirk scoffed at the idea. 
"I could not," he began, "look, they want a hundred bucks for it” 


He shook his head and looked up to seem Cliff beaming down at him. 
"Come on kid, you can afford it," he said putting his hand on Kirk's shoulder and giving it a reassuring squeeze. 


Suddenly Kirk's wallet felt heavy in his pocket as he went over his apparent expenses and bills in his head. The 
reality was there weren't many, and as the monster of Metallica rolled forward and roared bigger the hole 


that drained the bottom of his accounts was becoming less like a gushing waterfall and more like a dripping tap. 
But still One Hundred Dollars. It sound like a lot. And it felt like a lot. 


"Look, if you don't buy it, then | will," Cliff said giving Kirk's shoulder another gentle squeeze to snap him out of 
his thoughts and refocus. 


"Okay, okay, okay!" Kirk resigned himself, "if it will get you off my case." 
He joked, he teased, and Cliff gave him a knowing smile. 


They wrapped the trip up and the shop attendant hand Kirk the bag. He gave the two of them the look, the 
one that tried to read them and ‘figure them out: It made Kirk feel uneasy but Cliff didn't even bat an eyelid 


They walked down the street, Cliff smoked, Kirk talked. He held the shopping bag close to his body, protecting it 
from unknown evils while he waxed lyrical about Astro Boy, comics, Japan, anime, manga, robots, a professor. 
Cliff was listening, trying to take it all in, and he was captivated by Kirk's enthusiasm and swept up in his 
excitement. 

"Is this what you watch then? When | go to sleep?" Cliff said with a laugh. 

"Yes, l'm in my twenties and | watch cartoons,” Kirk said with a sheepish smile. 

"Well kid, wake me up, I'll watch this Astrokid with you," he put his free arm around Kirk's shoulders and pulled 
him close. 

There was something about Cliff that always put Kirk at ease, he felt comfortable in his presence. To hell with 
it. Throw caution to the wind. He was at ease and at peace. There was nothing to worry about, because they 
were together. 

"We'll go there one day," Cliff said. 

"Where, Japan?" Kirk asked. 

"Yeah, and you can buy all the AstroBoy figurines your heart desires." 

Kirk laughed softly. Cliff knew him. Cliff knew even if he bought them all, he'd still want more. 


James and Kirk were kind of into skateboarding, they both enjoyed it and it was a fun way to pass the time. 
Lars and Cliff weren't that interested, Lars wasn't a sports guy and Cliff never really got the hang of it. So 
James and Kirk would grab their boards and Lars and Cliff would hang back and talk. Cliff was keen to hear 
more about Lars and in particular his childhood spent in Denmark. Cliff and Lars would talk and talk about just 
about everything, and James and Kirk would come running up to them hot and sweaty with grins like Cheshire 


cats. 


"You're all dirty and sticky," Cliff would say to Kirk and Kirk would grin wide. 


"You be careful," Lars warned James over and over. James was a risk-taker, a show-off, a daredevil, he was 


the ultimate thrill-seeker and Lars could not see a happy ending for James on a skateboard. Of course he was 
right, an accident was bound to happen, and it did. Kirk ran up to Cliff and Lars and started ranting about 
James crashing off his board, something about his arm, he spoke frantically as he tried to catch his breath, 
Cliff was concerned but Lars just rolled his eyes, snubbed out his cigarette and with a heavy sigh told Kirk to 
take him to him. 


James had a broken arm, and despite Lars grumbling about having told him to be careful, he did take care of 


him. 


"Where the fock are my focking drumsticks?" Lars would yell. And he'd find them, in James's hand as he made 
an attempt to scratch an itch buried underneath his cast. 

"Gimme those," he would grumble and snatch them back. But James would look at him with big blue eyes under 
blond curls and Lars would find himself thrusting them back into James's hand again. 


The show must go on. And on it went. With a stand in to play guitar while James was unable. And they 
continued. Rolled on from show to show. They didn't go home for summer that year. A summer tour. A 


summer on the road. Shows to play, and crowds to play for. 


Though they weren't home, summer was still a time to be enjoyed. They raced along new and unfamiliar 
beaches. Down the coast, across the mid west and they were making their way up California once again A 


night in Las Vegas in the middle for good measure. 


"Europe," Lars instructed one morning over breakfast at the Metalli-Mansion, "we're going back next month." 
"For how long?" Cliff asked, hungover as hell. 


"A few months, don't worry, we'll have you and your boy home for Christmas." 


The days got a little shorter, the afternoon breeze a little crisper, the nights a little longer. Summer was 
coming to an end. And there would never be another quite like it. Long strolls down the beaches they called 
their own grew short as they'd opt to sit in the back of Cliff's van and watch the sunset instead On a day 
that was their own, they'd then fall into Cliff's big bed. Together. They'd kiss like it was the first time, they'd 


kiss like it was the last time. 

Kirk woke to find himself alone in the bed, the door open and the soft sound of a piano coming from 
downstairs. Cliff not only played bass and guitar, he also played piano and he sang beautifully. Kirk often 
wondered if there were anything that Cliff could not do. 

Kirk made his way down the stairs and sat by Cliff on the piano stool. Cliff leant over to kiss Kirk without 
stopping. Long lanky fingers gently stroked the ivory keys. Kirk wrapped his arms around Cliff as he continued 
to play. 


The song became familiar. He'd heard it many times before. 


When youre weary, feeling small 


When tears are in your eyes, | will drive them all 
A soft pause, Kirk kissed Cliffs chin. 
Im on your side when times get rough 


Cliff had a beautiful voice. He'd been told his voice was wasted on backups. But he didn't care. He wanted to 
play bass. He'd promised to be the best bassist for his brother. 


And pain is all around 

Like a bridge over troubled water 
/ will lay me down 

Like a bridge over troubled water 
/ will lay me down 


"That's where the drums and bass come in," Cliff whispered in Kirk's ear before he went back to singing. Kirk 


smiled and he continued. 


The song was perfect, Cliff sang it beautifully, and it was everything that they were, the two of them. 
Because when things were tough, when things were difficult, Cliff was always there to fix, to mend, to 


comfort, to heal. 


He finished on a long note, sung beautifully and perfect before finishing and wrapping his arms around Kirk. In 
the living room of Cliff's parents house enveloping each other, draped around each other. They found 
themselves falling to the floor, messy kisses and roaming hands. 

‘Oh my god! Get a room!" they heard a yell from above them. It was Connie. And they took her advice, racing 
right up to Cliffs room and slamming the door behind themselves. 


Fall was upon them. Cliff was thankful that Kirk had fixed the rips in his knees. They walked down familiar 
streets, hands in their pockets, no rush, they had all the time in the world. They'd go to a vegetarian cafe and 
Cliff would be so full that he'd have to grab a cheeseburger on the way home. They'd go to a steakhouse and 
the vegetarian option was to pick the bacon out of the salad. And yet neither of them ever minded, that was 
just the way it was. 


"You got one more week and then we go," James told Cliff over the phone. 


Suddenly time was pressing. There was so much he still wanted to get done. Cliff suddenly felt the urge to do 
it all, see it all, fit it all in, right in his own town. 

"Alcatraz," he'd say one morning, and off they'd go, CliffandKirk, KirkandCliff, to see the prison 

"Golden gate," he'd say another morning, and off they'd go, CliffandKirk, KirkandCliff, to walk across the bridge. 
"Yosemite," he said another, they crossed the bridge at sunrise, arrived at the park, walked a litle, talked a 
little, hiked a little, Cliff pointing out this and that to Kirk, they ate the lunch that he had packed sitting on the 
blanket that Kirk had remembered to bring. And when they were finished they got back in Cliffs van and 


headed home, following the sun as it set west across the Pacific Ocean. 

"Napa," Cliff said the next morning, his eyes wide and full of enthusiasm. Napa was a good hour and halfs drive, 
and in Cliff's old van they may never make it back again! But with that look, those eager eyes, Kirk could never 
say no. And so they went, up the high way and into the valley. Home again in time for tea 


They packed the next morning. Left that afternoon. He would have left something behind, Cliff always forgot 
something. Cliff dozed against the window as they sped down the road towards the airport, he always did seem 
to need more sleep than most. 


James's cast itched and irritated him. He and Lars doodled all over it. But it annoyed him and he was well and 
truly over it. 


"Two more weeks, that's all, you just have to wait two more weeks," Lars soothed him. It helped. 


Their tour schedule was jam packed. They touched down in Wales and just got right back into the swing of it. 
There was too much to do and not nearly enough time. Drink drink drink. It was like they had hit the ground 
running and now they were just going to go go go. Cardiff first and then Bradford followed by Edinburgh. Cliff 


had heard about some castle so of course they were off on another historical scavenger hunt. 


In Scotland Cliff scribbled out a postcard and threw it in the post. Kirk read over his shoulder and saw "Happy 
Birthday you old bastard" Cliff always remembered those sorts of things. 


They hopped across to Ireland, and drank whiskey. 
"Kiss me, lm Irish," Cliff slurred, falling onto a cheap hotel bed and spilling his drink all over himself. 


Back over to England again and they roared through shows one by ore. Every night a different show and then 
it was back on the bus to get to the next place in time. The four of them would sit and drink And then fall 
into their bunks as their vision blurred and speech slurred. And they'd sleep a drunken sleep, dream a drunken 


dream. 


Chapter 12 


Author's Notes: 
This may be the end for Cliff, but it isn\'t the end for Kirk Not by a long shot. Ill post the sequeal Promises 
Broken shortly. 


The sun set in the west, across the ocean and across the beach Another day laid to rest. He held him tightly in 
the moonlight. This was their place. Their beach. This was their home. 

‘ts okay," he whispered in his ear. 

"What do you mean?" Kirk questioned. 

‘ts okay, let me go, it's okay." 


He ran along the green grass of the valley, cold crisp morning air filling his lungs. He was alone but still he heard his 


voice. 
‘ts okay, let me go, it's okay." 


Sweden. They had arrived. The tour schedule was packed. A different place every night. No time for itchy feet, 
they were on their way. Cliff and Kirk ran instead of walked, they were gaining momentum and there was no 
stopping them now. Still, they found themselves seeking out the quiet moments just to be alone, because there 


was no privacy on the bus. 
The night belonged to them. 


And despite being utterly exhausted at the end of another show, Kirk would snuggle in with Cliff in his bunk 
and they'd talk in hushed whispers until once again James would yell "WILL YOU TWO SHUT UP!" And then Kirk 
would slink back into his own bunk and promptly fall asleep. 


In Stockholm they woke to find that Lars had already taken James to the doctor to have his cast removed. 
Privacy, at last, Cliff snapped shut the curtains and they found each other once again. 


They met up with the others, James with one arm significantly more tanned than the other. James was keen 
to do three things. Like any juvenile little boy, he was pretty keen to see how he'd go given a little alone time. 
He was pretty keen to get a guitar in his hands. And he was pretty keen to jump on a board again. Jerk off, 
jam, and skate. 

"You didn't bring your board," Lars informed him. 

| brought an extra," Kirk said shyly. 


"Well let's go man!" 


They skated across the city, they grinded park benches, jumped down stairs and threw themselves down into 


it. Lars fumed when James came off his board. Kirk fell and Cliff laughed shaking his head. 
"Look at me! Look at mel" they almost shouted. Jump, flip, grind, kick, go go go. Kirk looked up at one point to 
see Cliff and Lars, Cliff talking with a serious look and Lars listening intently and nodding along. 


They finished, they were done, they had too much to do before they'd have to be ready for to play. 
"You're all gross and sweaty!" Cliff informed Kirk as he threw his arms around him and planted a kiss on Kirk's 


cheek. 


They played and it was just like any other show. Big, loud, wild, they were 4 maniacs thrashing about on stage. 
Kirk looked at Cliff, Cliff look at go. It was go time. 


They drank to excess and stayed up far too late playing cards. 

"My bunk sucks!" Cliff declared, "I want... yours." 

He pointed at Kirk. 

"No way man," Kirk smirked, hands smugly folded across his chest. 

"Draw for it," James insisted, a wink and a pack of cards reappeared. They each drew a card. Ace of Spades 
for Cliff. 

"Your bunk is now my bunk," he said pointing to Kirk. 

"Fine," Kirk resigned himself, "but only for tonight" 


They stayed up a little later. They talked, they laughed, they joked, they giggled. Lars looked a little annoyed. He 
kept pointing to his watch and insisting that it might be time to go to bed James, Cliff and Kirk found their 
way to the bunks. James was very drunk and promptly fell asleep. Cliff and Kirk spoke in hushed whispers. 
"When we go home," Cliff said in a small voice, "it's going to be better than ever." 

"Mmmhmmm," Kirk nodded as he traced his fingers over the back of Cliffs hand. 

"Me and you, | have big plans," Cliff alluded. Kirk nodded once more. 

"You'll see, it's going to be the best," Cliff continued. 


They lay in silence. Holding each other in the darkness. Cliff breathed deeply, his nose on Kirk's curls. He 


hummed for a moment. 


Grow old along with me 
The best is yet to be 
When my day is done 


We will be as one 

He sang into his hair in a whisper. There was something he wasn't saying, but Kirk was too tired to press. 
"Go to sleep you two," they heard Lars firmly tell them. 

It was too cramped together in the one bunk, Cliff's long legs bent over Kirk. He kissed Kirk softly, sweetly, 


before hopping out and into the bunk above. 
"Hey Kirk," he whispered in the dark. 


"Yeah?" Kirk replied. 

‘| meant it you know," he whispered back. 

"Meant what?" Kirk asked. 

"That I'll love you always, no matter what," Cliff replied. 


"| know, me too,” Kirk whispered back. 


Soft words of love exchanged in the dark. Cliff's hand dangled down, long lanky fingers begging to be held. And 
Kirk did Until he fell asleep. 


Strong hands gripped his bruised and battered flesh Hard blows landed across his tiny body, 

"Youre gonna get it now boy!" the monster boomed in the still of the night 

He thrashed, he resisted, he tried to wriggle free, but this act of defiance only made matters worse for him. And 
in the end, he gave in He always gave in 


Blow after blow on his fragile skin Bruising, breaking, fearing. This would be hard to hide in the morning 


But he showed no pain, he doesn’t grimace or wince, that would only taunt the monster to go harder and further. 


He was waiting, for the cowboy hat and the bell bottoms. Hs prince, his hero in the night. 
No one came. No one came to save him. 

Hands gripped him and tossed him lke a rag doll against the hard cold wall 

"Youre gonna get it now boy." 

Hands. Hands. Everywhere. Pulling, grabbing, dragging. Digging. 

Someone was yelling. Someone was crying. Someone was screaming. 


He felt hands on his shoulders, someone was yelling. Someone was saying something important. He had to listen 


He had to hear it. 
"Come on Kirk, wake up, come on, open your eyes." 
It was Lars. 


Kirk felt groggy, sore, bruised, beaten He forced his eyes open and focused on Lars's frantic expression. 


Something bad had happened. 


Why were they on the side of the road? Why weren't they on the bus? What was happening? Where was 
James if Lars was in front of him? Why weren't they together? 


His head, it ached. His stomach churned. He couldn't move. He was frozen in place, lying on the side of the road 


with Lars over him holding his shoulders. 

"Where's Cliff" 

No response. 

"WHERE'S CLIFF!" 

He looked at Lars face and there were no words. He knew. Everything went black 
Screaming. Someone was screaming. Hysterical, big, sobbing, heaving screams. 
Stop screaming. Whoever that is. Stop screaming. 

Just stop screaming. 


He couldn't quiet his head, not even for a moment, the screaming was too loud. Deafening. Consuming. 


Suffocating. 
If they would just stop doing that he could think, he could figure it all out. 


And then it dawned on him. They wouldn't stop because there was no "they." He was the one screaming, he 


was hearing his own long drawn out cries. 
g g 


An arm across his chest held him down, he was cold, someone had thrown a blanket over him. He looked up 


and saw Lars, holding him. His face a stern, cold, solemn reminder. 

Kirk didn't feel safe in his arms, he didn't feel anything. He just kept screaming. 

He slipped a little from grip, sliding onto the frosty grass and into a heap on the side of the road. He beat the 
ground with his fists and angry, hot tears spilled from his face. People rushed passed him. An ambulance 
arrived. Someone bundled him up and half-led, half-carried him away. 


The screaming had stopped. 


He turned a little and asked once more. 


"Where's Cliff?" 
A look over the shoulder, Kirk knew. 
He dropped the blanket and turned back to the bus. 


Legs. He'd recognize them anywhere. The ones that had laid next to his own, wrapped around him, stood before 


him. All he could see. Legs. 
"NO!" He screamed, his face white, his eyes wide. 
"NO! NO! NO!" 


Someone bundled him up and led him away. Why was he leaving? Why wasn't he staying? What if Cliff needed 


him? How could he leave him when he promised, always. 


They arrived at a hospital and someone checked him over. 
You're fine, they told him. 
He wasn't fine. Couldn't they see a part of him was missing? Gone, broken. His heart smashed in pieces on the 


floor? No. He wasn't fine. And he never would be again. 


A doctor walked in and in thick accented English said the words they knew were coming but no one wanted to 
hear. 
‘I'm sorry, your friend didn't make it." 


"He wasn't our friend, he was our brother!" Lars yelled. 


Kirk wanted to see him. He needed to. No one wanted to let him. But he insisted And someone yielded and took 
Kirk to Cliff. 


Lars and James stood like guard dogs at the door, protecting Kirk and holding the space. 


He looked perfect, at least to Kirk. As if he were sleeping really. Kirk lovingly stroked his face and held his hand. 
He gently combed his hair, he knew how much Cliff hated having his hair a mess. He lay his head on the pillow 
beside Cliff's face and gently whispered in his ear, loving words that would never be heard. He hummed softly, 


he sang in a whisper. 


Grow old along with me 
Two branches of one tree 
Face the setting sun 
When the day is done 


Tears pricked at his eyes and fell down his cheeks. Landing softly on the pillow beside Cliff. He was sleeping, just 


sleeping. 
God bless our love 


Someone put a blanket around his shoulders, someone forced him to drink some water, someone suggested he 
get some rest. He wasn't leaving. 


"Can | get you anything man?" James asked. 


"His hat, he needs his hat," Kirk said softly. 


He spoke in the present because he wasn't letting go. He wasn't leaving. He wasn't walking away. 


That night he slept curled next to him. No one dared move him. No one dared say anything to him. He slept 
soundly, his head on Cliff's cold shoulder. He wasn't letting go. He wasn't leaving. He had promised. Always. 


Lars bent down next to Kirk and gently took his hand. 

"They have to take him now Kirk," he said gently. 

"No, not yet, don't take him from me," Kirk begged. Lars bit back tears. 

‘lm sorry Kirk, they have to take him," he tried. 

Kirk found his fingers in Cliff's hair, his hand on Cliff's cold arm, his eyes closed as he prayed with all his 
might. 


‘Open your eyes, just open your eyes, open your eyes and we can go home. Please, we can go home." 

He felt arms around him. Lifting him. Moving him. Strong but gentle. He looked down to see one significantly 
more tanned than the other, he looked up to see James, eyes red with tears. He buried his face in his shirt 
and sobbed as they took him away. He collapsed into his arms once he was gone. He screamed hysterically 


when he realized he wasn't coming back. 


Lars made the calls. Lars made the arrangements. Lars had Ray on the phone and he handed it to Kirk. They 
both cried, for Cliff, for themselves, for each other. He handed the phone back and fell in a heap on the floor. 


Get some sleep, everyone told him, you're grieving, you need to rest, you need to keep your strength up, you 
need to sleep. But 3 years sleeping next to Cliff as he snored like a freight train meant that now Kirk couldn't 
sleep. It was too quiet. 


3 years of sleeping holding onto Cliff so tightly meant that the bed was now too empty. 


There was no one beside him, no one to kiss good night, no one to hold in the small hours, no one to guard him 


from the dreams that haunted him. There was no one and nothing. 


Kirk missed him most at night. When the world slept and he was alone. The night had always been theirs, 
they'd been together when the rest of the world had long said goodnight. 


Kirk longed for Cliff's touch. His heart ached to see his face. Just once more. 

He was alone. 

Arrangements had to be made. A funeral had to be planned. But first they had to take Cliff home. 
"| have to go with him," Kirk said, "please don't make him go home alone." 


Lars nodded, he wasn't surprised by Kirk's request. But he wasn't about to let Kirk go back with Cliff by 


himself and so he insisted James go with him. 


At the airport Kirk sat alone as James and Lars stood a little away, holding each other for just a moment. 
‘I'll be fine," Lars insisted, "he needs you more than | need you here." 


James let him go and boarded the plane with Kirk. 
Kirk cried a little, and James held him. James didn't say much but he was there for Kirk, and he appreciated 
that support. James fell asleep at one point. His head on Kirk's shoulder. It was just like it had always been, but 


it wasn't. Kirk felt his presence all around him. They were going home, but it wasn't the same. 


They were going home to say good bye. 


